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INTRODUCTION 


Though but few can define the word poetry, there are even 
fewer who do not recognise what the word describes. A great 
critic has described absolute poetry as “ the concrete and 
artistic expression of the human mind in cmotioii.'il and 
rhythmical language.” This is a true definition in an age 
when it is increasingly rare to find any real definition, its place 
being taken by descriptions of effects or causes. The words 
are necessary; for we cannot discard “concicte,” “artistic,” 
“ emotional ” or “ rhythmical,” concreteness, art, emotion and 
rhythm being notes of true poetry. Concreteness is, perhaps, 
the note which is least commonly realised ns among the 
essentials of poetry, while on reflection, of course, it is clear 
that abstractions have no place, as such, in the poet’s ro- 
perloirc. 

With our gre.at wealth of English poetry most of us know as 
much of each of the two great divisions of poetic art, the 
dnimatic and the lyricil. Sliakcspearo, though he is to all 
ages and nations one of the greatest dramatic poets, is repre- 
sented in this volume by examples of lyrical imagination. In 
the dramatic forms of poetry the poet does not appe.ar; the 
movement unfolds itself as it were from its own inertia, 
inevitably. In lyrical poetry, though the matter may be 
objective, .the method, mould, and motive arc personal. 

Pure lyric poetry, as the name implies, has the clement of 
music in it, the essence of song : and, in fact, it ranges the 
gamut of song, in its broadest sense, from the psean (the ode) 
to the plaint (the elegy) and the pastoral (the idyll). But 
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tliese forms, like the sonnet, are not ordinarily set to or 
accompanied by music, -while the song is. 

The lyric produced by the Hebre-w poets and preserved in 
the Bible, is so different in kind from any other lyrics that Mr. 
Watts-Dunton calls it “ the Great Lyric,” just as one may 
speak of the Great Drama of Shakespeare, iBschylus, and 
Sophocles. Two of the ingredients of the Great Lyric, un- 
consciousness and power, are born of the absorption of the 
Hebrew poets in their subject, God, who, conceived as the 
Lord of all being, could call forth the innermost feelings. 
Naturally one cannot pour forth more than the cruse holds, 
and hence these lyrical outpourings of the soul to God pre- 
sume some depth in the subjects. They are marked by a 
dignity and grace -which aUows them to handle any subject 
undefiling and imdefiled. 

There is a law which governs aU poetry indeed, but more 
especially lyrical poetry — the law of necessity. Metre and 
rhythm are both subservient to this law, emotional urgency 
excusing the fantasies of arrangement as the lack of it con- 
demns them. 

The Ode is a form of lyric in which poetic frenzy is of the 
essence. K it follows an arrangement in stanzas it is called 
regular; if it does not it is called irregular. Of this latter 
class English literature is not without some famous examples. 
Drj'den’s " Ode for St. Cecilia’s Day ” is a fine specimen, and 
Wordsworth’s “Ode on Intimations of Immortality” even 
finer. Of regular odes, Shelley’s “ Ode to the West Wind,” 
Ke.ats’ “ Ode to a Grecian Urn,” and Spenser’s “ Epithalamion ” 
are specimens which can never die. 

The Song is lyric y»ar excellence, i.e. a collection of verses 
adapted for singing purposes or actually set to music. In 
method more spontaneous and melodic, it is more universal in 
subject than other forms of lyric. The examples of Bums 
quoted in this volume are good songs, hut the folklore of every 
■ coimtry aboxmds in songs. 

The Elegy is a more ambitions form of lyric than the sonnet 
or song, and its excellence draws much from perfection of 
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form. Its motive is regret or lamentation on the death of some 
one dear, or, less commonly, upon tlie slightness of mortal 
man. Gray’s Elegy, the most celebrated in the English 
language, is a classical example which springs from the latter 
emotion ; Milton’s Lycidas, a most perfect and heantiful 
specimen of the commoner theme. 

Of more ambiguous character is the Idyll. Strictly it is a 
short poem descriptive of simple rustic or pastoral life and 
scenes ; but more loosely the idyll tends to become a descrip- 
tive or narrative poem, marked by a perfection of expression, 
deivling with chivalry or legend, and nearly akin to minor epic. 
Of this character are Tennyson’s “ Idylls of the King,” which 
are unsurpassed for the loftiness of their character, the purity 
of their language, and the ample grace of their imagina- 
tive tre.atment. 

A narrower prescription applies to the Sonnet, and yet 
partly for this very reason, partly because the poetic form has 
more inevitability than other forms with looser limits, and 
partly too because so many gems in so many countries have 
been given to the world in this setting, it merits a more 
extended treatment. A sonnet consists of fourteen rhymed 
verses whose arrangement, as well as number, is prescribed, 
and not a small part of the ple-asure of a sonnet is duo to this 
fact. Yet this does but describe the shell of the sonnet. Its 
inner self has been well described in a sonnet by Mr. Theodore 
Watts-Dunton, the latter part of which runs : 

'■ A Sonnet is a wave of melody : 

Prom bearing waters of the impassioned soul 
A billow of tidal music ono and whole 
Plows in the * octaTc’ ; then returning free. 

Its ebbing surges in the ‘ Sestet’ roll 
Back to the deep of Life’s tumultuous sea.” 

This “ Sestet ” not only describes the soul of all sonnets ; 
it further gives the reason for the particular form of sonnet 
whicli has been ciilied variously the “Natural,” the “Con- 
temporary,” hut more commonly the "Petrarchan,” from the 
poet who first made that form immortal, though it can be 
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traced t)ack at least a century before his time. The sonnet 
has ever attracted the greatest poets •when they vished to 
express a single ^ave of emotion ; but a’hile the number of 
verses seems ever to have been constant, confirmed apparently 
by a more fundamental sanction, the arrangement has varied 
in certain recognised rrays, corresponding to a varying 
function. 

The latter half of the sestet quoted, admirably expresses 
the point of the arrangements rvhicli are novr generally 
associated with the pure Petrarchan form of the sonnet. In 
it the octave — the first eight lines — is clearly divided from the 
sestet. The octave has but tvro rhymes arranged in the order 
abfaaabba, while the sestet is quite free to be written in 
two or three rhymes arranged in any manner snitahle only to 
emotional requirements. 

A sonnet form which, at first sight, is very similar to the 
“ Contemporary ” is the Miltonic. In carrying the octave on 
to the sestet there can be little doubt that Milton missed the 
very end of the Petrarchan sonnet, the rule of which he other- 
wise follows. But UVaiiam Sharp included under the term 
“Miltonic” sonnets which consisted of three quatrains of 
alternative rhymes and a couplet, as weU as those which 
admit of bat two rhymes for the octave and two or three for 
the sestet, only provided they preserved unbroken continuity of 
arrangement. This, however, is to associate with Milton a 
sonnet with which he had nothing to do, and wliich is more- 
over (unlike the Milton sonnets, English Petrarchan) merely 
a variant of the Shakespearean. 

The Shakespearean sonnet consists of three quatrains of 
alternate ThjTnes, clinched at the end by a rhymed couplet. 
There is some parity .between the sestet of the Petrarchan 
sonnet and the couplet, the ebb-movement being conspicuous 
in each. But wliile the Petrarchan form by the fairer 
proportion of its parte may be compared to a bouquet 
bound together in a splendid wrapping of cloth of gold, 
the Shake-spearcan resembles a chaplet of flowers pinned by 
a single diamond. The Pttrarchan sestet is more leisurely 
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and stately: the Shakespearean couplet more instant and 
crj’stal. 

The Sluikespearean sonnet is so called because of the 
splendid use the poet made of it, just as Petrarch has for a 
like reason given his name to the older form. Drayton, 
Shakespeare’s contemporary, has left in “ A Parting ” (p. 44 ) 
a sonnet in the Shakespearean form, the peer of which is 
- diflicidt to find, and which is surpassed by none in the ' 
English tongue. But Shakespeare in a thread of jewels once ' 
for all established the English sonnet as an independent and ^ 
noble form. But the sureness of tlieir appeal and their 
enduring glory does not so much lie, as William Sharp thought, 
in the revelation they give of Shakespeare, tiie man of human 
iwssions, who is otlierwise known as b>it stage manager for 
other actors, but because they have n, certain universality of 
touch, as indeed have many of the first sonnets by other 
writers. This is well exemplified in such a poem as “The 
Expense of Spirit in .a Waste of Shame ” (p. 87). “ A Shake-V, 

spearean sonnet,” as Rossetti said, “ is better than the most ‘ 
perfect in form, because Shakespeare wrote it.” 

But the whole class fulfils a dilferent function. “The 
quest of the Sliakcspearean sonnet,” says Jlr. Wntts-Dunton, 
“is not like that of the sonnet of octave and sestet, sonority, 
and,, so to speak, metric.nl counterpoint, but sweetnessj and 
the sweetest of all possible arrangements in English versificn-. 
tion is a succession of dec.nsyllabic quatrains in alternate 
rhj'mes knit together and clinched by a couplet — a couplet 
coming not so far from the initial verse ns to lose its binding 
power, and yet not so near the initial verse that the ring of 
epigram disturbs the ‘linked sweetness long drawn out’ of 
this movement, but sufficiently near to shed its influence over 
tlie poem back to the initial verse. A chief part of the 
pleasure of the Shakespe.arcan sonnet is the expectance of the 
climacteric rest of the couplet at the end (just as a chief part 
of the pleasure of the sonnet of octave and sestet is the 
expectance of the answering ebb of the sestet when the close 
of the octave has been xaiched); and this e.xpectance is 
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gratified too early if it comes after trro quatrains, -ndiile, if it 
comes after a greater number of qiuitrains tlian three it Ls 
dispersed and wasted altogether.” 

The genius of the Petrarchan can be compared with that of 
the Shakespearean sonnet by a study of Shakespeare’s sonnets 
given here alongside those of the greatest master of the sonnet 
since his time, Dante Gabriel Rossetti, who is by far the best 
exponent of the “ natural ” form. The dominant impression 
left on the mind is much that of a comparison of Italian witii 
Greek art, the one -warmer, the other more majestic. Yet how 
far the character of forms, -with, normally, a specific effect, can 
be changed in the song of the master singers am only be 
appreciated by a careful comparison of the different sonnets. 
A great musician can dra-w the character of many diverse 
instruments from one. A very apt illustration of this point is 
given by the splendid irregular sonnet of Wordsworth On 
the Extinction of the Venetian Republic.” 

In this tiny anthology I cannot say I have chosen the best 
lyrics in the English languaga It may seem to some that, 
like the legendary child, I have attempted to bale the sea with 
a spoon. But 1 think I can say that no poem has been 
included which is not worthy of being held in perpetual 
memory. I have striven to make a sheaf of golden corn, in 
which each ear should be perfect. "Whether I have succeeded 
rests -with others to judge. Some long lyrics, like Spenser’s 
“ Epithalamion,” have been given in fhll; and I cannot but 
think that, even in so smaR a collection, they are -worthy of 
the space. 

"With the exception of a few poems, none which- are not 
out of copyright have been included. I must thank those who 
have kindly given me permission to include copyright poems : 
Mrs. Henley (Henley’s “ Invictus ”), hfr. "Wilfrid Meynell 
(Thompson’s “ The Poppy ”), Messrs Ellis (D. G. Rossetti, 
“ Sibylla Palmifera ” and “ Lovesight ”), Messrs. Macmillan 
(C. Tennyson Turner, “ Betty’s Globe ”) and George BeU and 
Son (Coventry Patmore, “ The Toys ”). 
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Finally, I have to thank Mr. Theodore TVatts-Dunton for 
allovcing me to print the dedicatory sonnet from “Tristram of 
Lyonesse ” and the First Chorus from “ Atalanta in Calydon,” 
for manj' valuable suggestions, and for the interest he has 
been kind enough to take throughout the compilation of the 
selection. 
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SINCE FIRST I SAW YOUR FACE 

Since first I saw your face I resolved to honour and. 
renorm ye ; 

If now I bo disdained, I wish my heart hnd never 
known ye. 

Whatl I that loved and you that liked, shall we begin 
to wrangle 1 

No, no, no, my heart is fast, and cannot disentangle. 

If I admire or praise you too much, that fault you may 
forgive me ; 

Or if my bauds had stray’d but a touch, then justly might 
you leave me. 

I ask'd you Ie,ive, you bade mo love ; is’t now a time 
to cfu’u'c me f 

No, no, no, I'll love you still, what fortune e’er betide me. 

The Sun, whose beams most glorious are, rejecteth no 
beholder, 

And your sweet beauty past coiup.ire made my poor eyes 
the bolder : 

Where beauty moves, and wit delights, and signs of kind- 
ness bind me. 

There, O, there 1 where’er I go, FII leave my heart 
behind me ! 

AKONXMOtJS (circa 1600) 

B 


17 



THE FORSAKEN MERMAN 


THE FORSAKEN MERSLAN 

Come, dear cliRdren, let us avraf ; 

liomi and av?ay below, 

Now iny brothers call from the bay ; 
Now the great winds shoreward blow ; 
Now the salt tides seawards flow ; 

Now the wild white horses play, 

Champ and chafe and toss in the spray. 
Children dear, let us away, 

This way, this way ! 


Call her once before yon go. 

Call once yet. 

In a voice that she will know ; 

“ Margaret ! Margaret 1 ” 
Children’s voices should be dear 
(Call once more) to a mother’s ear : 
Children’s voices wild with pain. 
Surely she will come again. 

Call her once and come away. 

This way, this way ! 

“Mother dear, we cannot stay,” 

The wild white horses foam and fret. 
Margaret I Margaret t 


Come, dear children, come away down. 

Gall no more. 

One last look at the white-waR’d town. 

And the little grey church on the windy shore. 
Then come down. 

She wiU not come though you call all day. 
Come away, come away. 
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THE rORSAKEN HERMAN 

Childrcu dear, was it yesterday 
"We heard the sweet hells over the bay? 

In the caverns where we lay. 

Through the surf and through the swcU, 

The far-off sound of a silver bell ? 
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 

Where the winds are all asleep ; 

Where the spent lights quiver and gleam, 
Where the salt weed sways in the stream ; 
Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round. 

Feed in the ooze of tiieir pasture-ground ; 
Where the sea-suakes coil and twine, 

Dry their mail, and bask in the brine ; 
Where great whales come sailing by. 

Sail and sail, with unsiiut eye. 

Round the world for ever and ayel 
When did music come this way 1 
Children detir, was it yesterday 1 


Children dear, was it yesterday 
(Call yet once) that she went away 1 
Once she sate with you and me. 

On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea. 

And the youngest sate on her knee. 

She comb’d its bright hair, and she tended it well. 
When down swung the sound of the far-off bell. 

She sigh’d, she look’d up through the clear green sea. 
She said, “ I must go, for my kinsfolk pray 
In the bttle grey church on the shore to-day. 

’Twill be Easter-time in the world — ah me ! 

And I lose my poor soul, Mennan, here with thee. 

I said, “ Go up, dc.ir heart, through tlic waves. 

Say thy prayer, and come back to the land sea- 
caves.” 

She smiled, she went up through the surf in the b.ay. 
Children dear, was it yesterday? 
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ChOdren dear, TTcre -we long alone? 

“ The sea grog's stormy, the little ones moan. 

Long prayers,” I said, “ in the world they say. 

Come,” I said, and wo rose through the surf in the bay. 
"We went up the beach, by the sandy down 
Where the sea-stochs bloom, to the whitc-wall’d town. 
Through the narrow pared streets, where all was still, 

To the little grey church on the windy hill. 

From the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers. 
But we stood without in the cold-hl owing airs. 

We climb’d on the graves, on the stones, worn witli 
rains, 

And we gazed up the aisle through the smaU leaded panes. 
She sate by the pillar ; we saw her clear : 

“ jMargaret, hist 1 come quick, we are here. 

Dear heart,” I said, “we are long alone. 

The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan.” 

Bat, ah ! she gave me never a look, 

For her eyes were seal’d to the holy hook. 

Loud prays the priest ; shut stands the door. 

Come away, children, call no more. 

Come away, come away, call no more. 

Down, down, down; 

Down to the depths of the sea. 

She sits at her wheel in the humming town, 

Singing mo.st joyfully. 

Hark wliat she sings ; “ O joy, 0 joy. 

For the humming street, and the child with its toy. ■ 
For the priest, and the hell, and the holy well. 

For the wheel where I spun. 

And the hlessM light of the sun.” 

And so she sings her fill. 

Singing most joyfully. 

Till the shuttle falls from her hand. 

And the whizzing wheel stands still. 

, She steals to the window, and looks at the sand ; 
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And over the sand at the sea ; 

And her eyes arc set in a stare ; 

And anon there breaks a sigli, 

And anon there drops a tear. 

From a sorrow-clouded eye, 

And a heart sorrow-laden, 

A long, long sigh. 

For tho cold strango eyes of a little Meruiaidcn, 
And the gleam of her golden hair. 


Como away, away, children. 
Come, children, come down. 

The hoarse wind blows colder : 
Lights shine in the town. 

She will start from her slumber 
When gusts shake the door j 
She will hear tho winds howling, 
Will hear tho waves roar. 

We shall sec, while above us 
Tho waves roar and whirl, 

A ceiling of amber, 

A pavement of peari. 

Singing, " Hero came a mortal, 
But faithless was she : 

And alone dwell for ever 
Tho kings of the sea.” 


But, children, at midnight, 

When soft tho winds blow; 
When clear falls the moonlight ; 
When spring-tides arc low : 

When sweet airs come seaward 
From hc.aths starrid with broom ; 
The high rocks throw mildly 
On tho blanch’d sands a gloom : 



TO SPRING 

Up the still glistenuig beaches. 

Up the creeks we will hie ; 

Over hanks of bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leaves dry. 

"We wiU gaze from the sand-hills, 

At the white, sleeping town ; 

At the church on the hill-side — 

And then come back down. 

Singing, “ There dwells a loved one, 

But cruel is she. 

She left lonely for ever 
The kings of the sea.” 

MATTHEW AHNOED {1822-1888) 


TO SPRING 

0 THOTJ with dewy locks, who lookest down 
Through the clear windows of the morning, turn 
Thine angel eyes upon our western isle. 

Which in full choir hails thy approach, 0 Spring ! 

The hills tell one another, and the listening 
Yalleys hear ; all our longing eyes .are turn’d 
Up to thy bright pavilions : issue forth 
And let thy holy feet visit our clime ! 

Come o’er the eastern hills, and let our winds 
Kiss thy perfumM garments ; let us taste 
Thy mom and evening breath ; scatter thy pearls 
Upon our lovesick land that mourns for thee. 

O deck her forth with thy fair fingers ; pour 
Thy soft kisses on her bosom ; and put 
Thy golden crown upon her languish’d head. 

Whose modest tresses arc bound up for tliee. 

WILLIAM BLAKE (1757-1827) 



■ 'LkSTlLlKES.^M/ 

LAST lines' 

No coward soul is mine. 

No trembler in the world’s storm-troubled sphere 

I see Heaven’s glories shine 
And faith shines equal, arming me from fear. 

0 God within my breast, 

Almighty, ever-present Deity ! 

Life — ^that in me has rest. 

As I — undying Life — have power in Thee 1 

Tain are the thousand creeds 
That move men’s hearts : unutterably vain j 

Worthless as wither’d weeds, — , 

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main. 

To waken doubt in ono 
Holding so fast by Thine infinity ; 

So surely anchor’d on 
The steadfast rook of immortality. 

With wide-embracing love 
Thy Spirit animates eternal ye;vts, 

Pervades and broods above. 

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates, and re.ars. 

Though enrth and man were gone, 

And suns and universes cease to be. 

And Thou wert left alone. 

Every existence would exist in Thee. 

There is not room for Death, 

Nor atom that his might could render void : 

Thou — Thou art Being and Breath, 

And. what Thou art may never bo dcstroj'ed. 

KHTLY BKONTE (ISIS-IStSj 
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THEjiLASTn'frdEiE .fdOETHER' ' 

THE * ' EXPRESSION 

Wim stamrneriiig lip^ and insufficient sound, 

I strive and struggle to deliver right 
The music of my nature, day and niglit 
With dream and thought and feeling intcrvs'ound. 

And inly answering all the senses round 

With octaves of a mystic depth and height 
Which step out grandly to the infinite 
From the dark edges of the sensual ground. 

This song of soul I struggle to outbear 

Through portals of the sense, sublime and ■whole, 
And utter all myself into the air ; 

But if I did it — as the thunder-roll 
Breaks its own cloud, my flesh would perish there, 
Before that dreiid apocalypse of soul. 

E. BAERETT BROWKING (1809-1861) 

THE LAST RIDE TOGETHER 

I SAID — then, dearest, since ’tis so, 

Since no-sv at length my fate I know, 

Since nothing all my love avails, 

Since all my life seem’d meant for, fails. 

Since this was written and needs must be — 
lly whole heart rises up to bless 
Your name in pride and thankfulness ! 

Take back the hope you gave — I claim 
Only a memory of the same, 

And this beside, if yon •will not blame ; 

And leave for one more last ride with me. 

My mistress bent that brow of here. 

Those deep dark eyes where pride demurs 
When pity would be softening through. 

Fix’d me a breathing-while or two 

With life or death in the balance ; right 1 



' ' THE' L\ST*RIDE- TOGETHER 

Tlie blood replcniah’tj lud agaid ; ■ 

My last thought ■vras at least not Tain : 

I and my mistressj side by side 
Shall be together, breathe and ride, 

So one day more am I deified. 

Who knows but the world may end to-night? 

Hush ! if you saw some western cloud 
All bUlowj’-bosom’d, over-bow’d 
By many benedictions — sun’s 
And moon’s and evening-star’s at once — 

And so, yon, looking and loving best, 
Conscious grew, your passion drew 
Cloud, sunset, moonrise, star-shine too, 

Down on you, ne.ar and yet more near. 

Till flesh must fade for heaven w.as hero ! 

Thus leant she and linger’d — joy and fear ! 

Thus lay she a moment on my brc.Tst. 

Then we began to ride. My soul 
Smooth'd itself out, a long-cramp’d scroll 
Freshening and fluttering in the wind. 

Past hopes alreiidy lay behind. 

"Wniat need to strive with a life .awry 1 
Had I s.aid that, had I done this. 

So might I gain, so might I miss. 

Might she have loved me? just as well 
She might have hated, who can tell 
Where had I been now if the worst befell? 

And here we arc riding, she and L 

Fail 1 alone, in words and deeds ? 

Wliy, all men strive and who succeeds? 

We rode ; it seem’d my spirit flew. 

Saw other regions, cities new, 

As the world rush’d by on cither side. 


THE^ ilST^* RIDE ‘ TOGETttEB ' 

I thonglif— nE^kliour, yet' no l^ai • ' 

Bear up beneath their nnsnccess. 

Look at the end of work, contrast 
The petty done, the undone vast, 

This present of theirs rrith the hopeful past ! 

I hoped she nronld love me ; here we ride 

What hand and brain went ever pair’d ? 

What heart alike conceived and dared 1 
What act proved all its thought had heenl 
What will but felt the fleshly screen 1 
We ride and I see her bosom heave. 
There’s many a crown for who can reach. 

Ten lines, a statesman’s life in each 1 
The flag stuck on a heap of hones, 

A soldier’s doing ! what atones 1 
They scratch his name on the Abbey-stones. 
My riding is better, by their leave. 

WTiat does it all mean, poetl Well, 

Your brains beat into rhythm, you tell 
What we felt only ; you express’d 
You hold things beautiful the best, 

And pace them in rhyme so, side by side. 
’Tis something, nay ’tis much : hut then, ^ 
Have you yourself what’s best for menl 
Are you — poor, sick, old ere your time — 
Isearer one whit your own sublime — 

Than we who never have turn’d a rhyme ? 
Sing, riding’s a joy I For me, I ride. 

And you, great sculptor — so, you gave 
A score of years to Art, her slave. 

And that’s your Yenus, whence we turn 
To yonder girl that fords the bum ! 

You acquiesce, and shall I repine? 



THE LAST RIDE TOGETHER 
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■Wlwt, man of music, yon gromi gray 
With notes anti nothing else to say, 

Is this yonr sole praise from a friend, 

“ Greatly his opera’s strains intend, 

Put in music we know how fashions end ! ” 

I gave my youth : but we ride, in fine. 

Who knows what’s fit for us ? Had fate 
Proposed bliss here should sublimate 
My being — had I sign’d the bond — 

Still one must lead some life beyond. 

Have a bliss to die with, dim-descried. 

This foot once planted on the goal. 

This glory-garhand round my soul. 

Could I descry such 1 Try and test ! 

I sink back shuddering from the quest. 

Earth being so good, would he.aven seem best 1 
Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride. 

And yet — she has not spoke so long ! 

M’bat if lie.avcn be that, fair .and strong 
At life’s best, with our eyes upturn’d 
Whither life’s flower is first discern’d. 

We, fix’d BO, ever should so abide 1 
Wliat if we still ride on, we two 
With life for over old yet new,- 
Olianged not in kind but in degree. 

The instant made eternity — 

And heaven just prove that I and she 
Ride, ride together, for ever ride 1 

ROBERT BROWNING (1S12-18S9) 
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JEAN 


IN A GONDOLA 

The moth’s kiss, first ! 

Kiss me as if you made believe 
You were not sure, this eve. 

How my face, your flower, had pursed 
Its petals up j so, here and there 
You brush it, till I grow aware 
Who wants me, and wide ope I burst. 

The bee’s kiss, now < 

Bass me as if you enter’d gay 
My heart at some noonday, 

A bud that dares not disallow 
The claim, so all is render’d up, 

And passively its shatter’d cup 
Over your head to deep I bow. 

ROBERT browning 


JEAN 

Of a’ the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west. 

For there the bonie lassie lives. 

The lassie I lo’e best : 

There wild woods grow, and rivers row, 
And mouie a hill between ; 

But day and night my fancy’s flight 
Is ever wi’ my Jean. 

I see her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair : 

I hear her in the tnnefu’ birds, 

I hear her charm the air ; 
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AE FOND KISS 

Thero’s not a bonic flower that springs 
By fountain, shaw, or green ; 

There’s not a bonie bird that sings, 

But minds mo o’ my Jean. 

EGBERT BURNS (1759-1796) 


A BED, BED BOSE 

0, MY lure is like a red, red rose, 

That’s newly sprung in Jvmc ; 

O, my Invo is like the melodie 
That’s aweetli' play’d in tunc ! 

As fair art thou, my bonie lass, 

So deep in lure am I : 

And I will luve thee still, my dear, 

Till a’ the se.as gang dry : 

Till a' the seas gang diy, my dear, 

And the rocks melt wi’ the sun; 

I will luve thee still, my dear. 

While the sands o’ life shall run. 

And fare thee wcel, my only Invc, 

And fare thee weel a while ! 

And I will come .again, my luve, 

Tho’ it were ten thousand mile ! 

EGBERT BURNS 


AE FOND KISS 

Ae fond kiss, ami then we sever ; 

Ae farewell, and then for ever ! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee. 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll w.age thee ! 



THE ISLES OF GREECE 

"Who shall say that Fortnue grieves him 
"While the star of hope she leaves himi 
Me, nae cheerfii’ twinkle lights me, 

Dark despair around benights me. 

I’ll ne’er blame my partial fancy ; 

Naething could resist my Nancy ; 

But to see her was to love her, 

Love but her, and love for ever. 

Had we never lov’d sae kindly, 

Had we never lov’d sae blindly, 

Never met — or never parted, 

"We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest ! 

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest ! 

Thine be flka joy and treasure, 

Peace, Enjoyment, Love, and Pleasure ! 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ! 

Ae farewell, alas, for ever ! 

Deep in heart-wrung te.ars I’ll pledge thee, 
"Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee ! 

EOBEBT BUENS 


THE ISLES OP GREECE 

The isles of Greece ! the isles of Greece ! 

"Where burning Sappho loved and sung, 
Where grew the arts of war and peace, 
IVhere Delos rose, and Phoohns sprung ! 
Eternal summer gilds them yet. 

Bat all, except their sun, is set 



THE ISLES OF GREECE 

The Scian and the Teian muse. 

The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute, 

Have found the fame your ehores refuse : 

Their place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds ■which echo further •u-est 
Than your sires’ “ Islands of the Blest.” 


The mountains look on Marathon — 

And Marathon looks on the sea; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

I dream’d that Greece might still be free 
For standing on tlio Persians’ giave, 

I could not deem myself a slave. 


A king B.ate on the rocky bro'w 
Which looks o’er se-a-bom Salatnis : 
And ships, by thousands, lay below, 

And men in nations ; — all were his ! 
He counted them at break of day — 

And when the sun set, where were they ? 


And ■where are they ? and where art thou, 
My country! On thy voiceless shore 
The heroic lay is tuneless now — 

The heroic bosom beats no more ! 

And must thy Ijtc, so long divine, 
Degenerate into hands like mine ? 


’Tis something in the dearth of fame, 
Though link’d among a fetter’d race. 
To feel at least a patriot’s shame, 

Even as I sing, suffuse my face ; 

For what is left the poet here 1 
For Greeks a blush — for Greece a tear. 
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THE ISLES OF GREECE 

Must vre but weep o’er da3's more blest! 

ilust we but blusU ? — our fathers bled. 
Earth ! render back from out thj' breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 

Of the three hundred grant but three, 

To make a new Therm op jdce ! 


Wliat, sflent still 1 and silent all 1 
Ah ! no ; — the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall, 
And answer, “ Let one living head, 
But one, arise — ^we come, we come ! ” 
’Tis but the living who are dumb. 


In vain — in vain : strike other chords ; 

Fill high the cup with Samian wine ! 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes, 
And shed the blood of Scio’s vine ! 
Hark ! rising to the ignoble call — 

How answers each bold Bacchanal 1 


You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet ; 

IVhere is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone! 

Of two such lessons, whj’ forget 
The nobler and the manlier one ! 

You have the letters Cadmus gave — 
Think ye he meant them for a slave ! 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

"VVe will not think of themes like these ! 
It made Anacreon’s song divine ; 

He served — ^but served Polycrates — 

A tvTant ; bnt our mastere then 
"Were still, at least, our countrymen. 



THE ISLES OF GREECE 

The tyrant of the Chersonese 
Was freedom’s best and brarest friend : 
That tyrant rras Miltiadcs ! 

0 that the present hour ^rould lend 
A.nothor despot of the kind ! 

Such chains as his were sure to bind. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

On Suli’s rock, and Parga’s shor*^ 

Exists the remnant of a line 

Svich as the Doric mothers bore ; 

And there, ]>crhaps, eouic seed is sown. 

The Heracleidan blood might own. 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 

They have a king who buys and sells ; 

In native swords and native ranks 
The only hope of courage dwells : 

But Turkish force and Latin fraud 
Would break your shield, however broad. 

Fill high the bowl witli Samian wine 1 
Our virgins dance beneath the shade — 

I see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But gazing on each glowing maid, 

My o\vn the burning tear-drop laves, 

To think such breasts must suckle daves. 

Place me on Snninm’s marbled steep, 

Where nothing, save the waves and I, 

May hear our mutual murmurs sweep; 

There, swan-like, let me sing and die ; 

A land of slaves shall ne’er be mine — 

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine 1 - 

LORn BYRON (1768-1824) 



S4 


YE MABINERS OF ENGLAND 


YE MAPvINERS OF ENGLAND 

Ye mariners of England, 

That guard our native seas ! 

Y’^hoEC flag has hravcd a thousand yearg 
The battle and the breeze ! 

Your glorioiia standard launch again 
To match another foe, 

And sweep through the deep, 

YThOe the stormy winds do blow ! 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 
Shall start from every wave — 

For the deck it was their field of fame, 
And Ocean was their grave : 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson feE 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy winds do blow 1 
While the battle rages lond and long. 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwarks. 

No towers along the steep ; 

Her march is o’er the mountain-waves, 
Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below. 

As they roar on the shore, 

When the stormy winds do blow ! 
When the battle rages loud and long. 
And the stormy winds do blow. 
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SAY NOT THE STRUGGLE 

Tho meteor flag of England 
Shall yet terrific bum, 

Till danger’s troubled night depart^ 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean-Yrarriore ! 

Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name, 

YThen the storm has censed to blow 1 
When the fier 3 ' fight is heard no more, 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 

THOMAS CAMPBEI/L (mT-lBii) 


SAY NOT THE STRUGGLE NAUGHT AVAILETH 

Sat not tho stru^Ie naught availeth. 

The labour and the wounds arc Tain, 

The enemy faints not, nor faileth, 

And as things have been they remain. 

K hopes were dupes, feats may be liars ; 

It may be, in yon smoke conceal’d. 

Your comrades chase e’en now the flicis. 

And, but for you, possess the field. 

For while the tired vraTes, vainly breaking 
Seem here no p-ainful inch to gain. 

Far back, through creeks and inlets making. 

Comes silent, flooding in, the main. 

And not by eastern windows only. 

When daylight comes, comes in the light ; 

In fi-ont the sun climbs slow, how slowly ! 

But westward, look, the land is bright 1 

ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH (1S19-1S61) 



YE MARINERS OF ENGLAND 


YE MARINERS OF ENGLAND 

Ye marinera of England, 

That guard our native Bcas ! 

Whose flag has braved a thousand years 
The battle and the breeze ! 

Your glorious standard launch again 
To match another foe, 

And sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy winds do blow ! 
While the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 
Shall start from every wave — 

For the deck it was their field of feme. 
And Ocean was their grave : 

Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep. 

While the stormy winds do blow \ 
While the battle rages loud and Idng, 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwarks, 

No towers along the steep : 

Her march is o’er the mountain-waves. 
Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders’ from her native oak 
- She quells the floods below. 

As they roar on the shore. 

When the stormy winds do blow 1 
When the battle rages loud and long. 
And the stormy winds do blow. 



SAY NOT THE STRUGGLE 
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Tlio meteor flag of England 
Shall yet terrific buni. 

Till danger’s troubled night depart, 

And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocean-r\'arriors 1 
Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name, 

When the storm has ceased to blow ! 

When the fiery fight is heard no more, 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 

THOMAS CAMPBELL (1767-1844) 


SAY NOT THE STRUGGLE NAUGHT AVAILETH 

Sat not the struggle naught availetb, 

The labour and tho wounds arc rain, 

Tho enemy faints not, nor failcth, 

And as things have been they remain. 

If hopes were dupes, fe.sre may be liars ; 

It may be, in yon smoke conceal’d. 

Your comrades chase e’en now the fliers, 

And, but for you, possess the field. 

For while the tired waves, vainly breaking 
Seem here no painful inch to gain. 

Far back, through creeks and inlets roaJcing, 

Comes silent, flooding in, the mtun. 

And not by eastern windows only. 

When daylight comes, comes in the light; 

In front the sun climbs slow, how slowly 1 
But westward, look, the land is bright 1 

ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH {181&-1S61) 
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KUBLA KHAN 


•. 'night 

The crackling embers on the hearth are dead 
The indoor note of industry is still ; 

The latch is fast ; upon the ■window-sill 
The small birds wait not for their daOy bread ; 

The voiceless flowers — how quietly they shed 
Their nightly odours ; — and the household rill 
Mummrs continuous dulcet sounds that fill 
The vacant expectation, and the dread 
Of listening night. And haply now she Bleejw; 

For all the garrulous noises of the air 
Are hush’d in peace ; the soft dew silent weeps,' 
Like hopeless lovers for a maid so fair : — 

Oh 1 that I were the happy dream that creeps 
To her soft heart, to find my image there. 

H. COLERIDSE <1796-1849] 


KUBLA KHAN 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree : 

"Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man_ 

Down to a sunless sea. 

So twice five miles of fertile ground 
"With walls and towers were girdled round : 

And there ■were gardens bright •with sinuous rill* 
"Where blossom’d many an incense-bearing tree ; 
And here ■were forests ancient as the hills. 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

But O 1 that deep romantic chasm ■vrhich slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedam eoror ! 



KUBLA KHAN 

A Kivago place ! na holy and cnciantcd 
As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 
By woman wailing for her demon-lover ! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 

A mighty fountain momently was forced : 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 
Hugo fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail : 

And ’mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
It flung up momently the sacred river. 

Five miles meandering with n mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 

Then reach’d the caverns measureless to man, 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean ; 

And ’mid this tuimdt Kubla heard from flu: 

Ancestral voices prophesying war I 


The shadow of the dome of pleasure 
Floated midway on the waves, 

Where was hc;ird the mingled measure 
From the fountain and the caves. 

It was a rairaolo of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome -with caves of ice 1 
A damsel with a dulcimer 
In a vision once I saw : 

It was an Abyssinian maid. 

And on her dulcimer she played. 

Singing of Mount Abora. 

Could I revive within me 
Her symphony and song, 

To such a deep delight ’twould win me, 
That with music loud and long, 

I would build that dome in air. 

That sunny dome ! those caves of icc ! 
And all who heard should see them there, 


37 



S8 


WILLIAM COWPER 

And Jill ahould cry, Beware I Beware ! 

His flashing eyes, bis floating hair 1 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 

And close your cyca wilh holy dread, 

For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradise. 

SAJIITEL TATLOn COLERIDGE (1772-1834) 


WILLIAM COWPER 

Lutes on keceiving His Mothee’s Pictdee 

0 THAT those lips had language ! Life has passed 
With me but roughly since I heard thee last 
Those lips are thine — thy own sweet smiles I see, 
The .same that oft in childhood solaced me ; 

Voice only fails, else how distinct they say, 

“ Grieve not, my child — chase all thy fears away 1 " 
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Bleat be the art that can immortalise. 

The art that baffles Time’s tyrannic claim 
To quench it) here shines on me still the sam^ 
Faithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

0 welcome guest, though unexpected here ! 

Who hid’st mo honour with an artless song, 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long. 

1 will obey, not w illinglj' alone. 

But gladly, as the precept were her own : 

And while that face renews my filial grief. 

Fancy shall weave a charm for my relicfl 
Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 

A momentary dre.am, that thou art she. 

My mother ! when I learnt that thou wast dead. 
Say, waat thou conscious of the tears I shed! 
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WILLIAM COWPER 

Horercd thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son, 

Wretch cren then, life’s journey just begun ? 
Perhaps tliou gaVst me, though unseen, a kiss ; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss — 

Ah, that maternal smile 1 it answers — yes. 

I heard the beU tolled on thy burial day, 

I saw tho hearse that bore thee slow away, 

And, turning from my nursery window, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu ! 

But was it such I— It was. Where thou art gone 
Adieus and farcwcUa are a sound unknown. 

May 1 but meet thee on that peaceful shore 
The parting word shall pass my lips no more ! 

Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my concern, 
Oft gave mo promise of thy quick rctiwn. 

What ardently I wished, I long believed, 

And, disappointed still, was still deceived, 

By expectation every day beguiled, 

Dupe of to-morrow oven from a child, 

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went, 

Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 

I loamt at last submission to my lot, 

But though I less deplored thee, ne’er forgot. 

Where ouco we. dwelt our name is heard no more, 
Children not thine have trod my nursery floor ; 

And where the gardener Robin, day by day. 

Drew me to school along the public way, 

Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapped 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet-capt, 

'Tis now become a history little known, 

That ,onco wo c.alled the pistoral house our own. 
Short-lived possession ! but the vccord fair 
That memory keeps of all thy kindness there, 

Still outlives many a storm, that has effaeed 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced : 

Thy nightly visits to my chamber paid 

That thou might’st know me safe and warmly laid ; 



WILLIAM COWPER 

Thy morning hoiintica crc I left tny home, 

The biscuit or confectionery jiliini ; 

The fragrant voters on my cheeks bestoved 
By tliinc o^vn hand, till fredi they shone and gloved ; 

All this, and more endearing ntill than all, 

Thy constant llov of lore, that knev no kdl, 

Ne’er roughened by those cataracts and brealis, 

That humour interposed too often makes ; 

All this still legible in nicmorj-'s page, 

And still to be so till my latest age. 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Such honours to thee as my numbers may ; 

Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere. 

Not scorned in Ueaven, tbough little noticed here. 

Could Time, his fliglit reversed, restore the hours. 
When, playing vitli thy vesture’s tissued flovers, 

The violet, the pink, the jessamine, 

I pricked them into paper vith a pin 

(And thou vast happier than myself the vhile, 

Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head and smile) ; 
Could those fev pleasant days again appear. 

Might one vish bring them, vould I vish them 
here I 

I vould not trust my heart — the dear delight 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might — 

But no — vhat here ve call our life is such. 

So little to he loved, and thou so much, 

That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coast 
(The storms all veatliercd and the ocean crossed), 

Shoots into port as some vcll-liavened isle, 

Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons smiley 
There sits quiescent on the floods, that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below 
WliUe airs impregnated vitb incense play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay j 



THE WEEPER 
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So thou, with sails how Bwifl ! host reached the shore. 
“Wlicro tempests never be-it nor hillows roar," 

And thy loved consort on the dangerous tide 
Of Life, long since has aiicliorol at thy side. 

But n}e, scarce hopitig to attain that rest, 

Always from port witlilield, always disticssed — 

5Ie howling winds drive devious, tcmpcfit-tosEed, 

Sails ripped, seams opening wide, and compass lost, 

And day by day some currcut’s tliwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous course. 

Yet, 0 the tliouglit tliat thou art safe and he ! 

That tliought is joy, arrive wliat may to me. 

My boast is not that I dctluco iny birth 
From loins enthroned, and rulers of the earth ; 

But higher far my proud pretensions rise — 

The son of parents passed into the skies. 

And now, favowoll — Time unrevoked has run 
His wonted course, yet wbat I wished is done. 

By contemplation’s help, not sought in vain, 

I scorn to have lived my childhood o’er again ; 

To have renewed the joys that once were mine, 

Without the sin of violating thine ; 

And, while the wings of Fancy still are free. 

And I can view this mimic show of thee, 

Time has hut half succeeded in his theft — 

Thyself removed, thy power to soothe mo left. 

■wiLUAji cowpeh (ivsi-isooi 

THE WEEPER 

HaiI;, sister springs, 

Parents of silver-footed rills ! 

Ever bubbling things, 

Thawing crystal, snowy hills ! 

Still spending, never spent ; I mean 
Thy fair eyes, sweet Magdalene. 



THE WEEPER 

Heavens thy fair eyes be ; 

Heavens of ever-falling stars ; 

Tis seed-time still vrith thee, 

And stars thou aow’st -whose harvest dares 
Promise the earth to countershine 
Whatever makes Heaven’s forehead fine. 


Every mom from hence 
A brisk cherub something sips, 

'Whose soft influence 
Adds B-yreetness to his a-weetest lips, 

■ Then to his music : and his song 
Tastes of this breakfast all day long. 


When some new bright guest 
Takes up among the stars a room, 

And Heaven -will make a feast, 

Angels -with their bottles come. 

And dravr from these full eyes of thine 
Their Master’s -water, their oivn -wine. 


The dew no more -wiD weep 
The primrose's pale cheek to deck; 

The dew no more will sleep 
Huzzled in the lily’s neck : 

Much rather would it tremble here, 
And leave them both to be thy tear. 


When sorrow would be seen 
In her brightest majesty. 

For she is a Queen — 

Then is she drest by none but thee ; 

Then and only then she wears 
Her richest pearls — mean thy tears. 


THE WEEPER 
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Not iu tlio CTcning’s eyes, 

Wheu they red with weeping are 
For the Sun that dies. 

Sits Sorrow with a face so fair. 

Nowhere but here did ever meet 
Sweetness so sad, sadness so sweet 


Does the night arise s 
Still thy tears do fall and fall. 

Does night lose her eyes? 

Still the fountain weeps for all. 

Let day and night do what they will, 
Thou hast thy task, thou wcepest still. 


Not So long skg lived 
Will thy tomb report of thee ; 

But So long die grieved: 

Thus must we date thy memory. 

Others by days, by months, by years, 
Measure their ages, thou by tears. 


Say, ye bright brothers, 

The fugitive sous of those fair eyes 
Your fruitful mothers. 

What make you here ? What hopes can ’tice 
You to bo born ? MTiat cause can borrow 
You from those uests of noble sorrow ? 


Whither away bo fast? 

For sure the sonlid earth 
Your sweetness cannot taste. 

Nor does the dust deserve your birth. 

Sweet, whither baste you then ? 0 say. 
Why you trip so fast .away ? 



A PARTING 

IVe go not to etek 
Thi darlings of Amorais hid, 

The rotds modtst cheek. 

Nor the violet's humhie head. 

No such thing: vet go to meet 
A vxrthisT olject — our Lord's feet. 

R CKASHAW (1613-1650) 


THE SUN-GOD 

I SA-W the Master of the Sun. He stood 
High in hh luminous car, himself more bright; 

An Areher of immeasurable might : 

On his left'shouldcr hung his quivered load , 

Spumed by his steeds the eastern mountains glovred 
Forward his eager eye, and brow of light 
He bent ; and, while toh hands that arch embowed, 
Shaft after shaft pursued tlie flying night. 

No vrings profaned that god-like form : around 
His neck high held an ever-moving crowd 
or locks hung glistening : while such perfect sound 
Fell from his bowstring, that tb’ ethereal dome 
Thrilled as a dew-drop ; and each passing cloud 
Expanded, whitening like the ocean foam. 

AUBREY DE VERB (181A-1902) 


A PARTING 



SONG FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY, leS? 

Shako hands for ever, cancel all our vows, 

And ■when we meet at any time again, 

Bo it not Been in cither of our brows 
Tliat wo ono jot of former love retain. 

Now at the last gasp of Love’s latest bre.ath. 

When, his pulse failing. Passion speechless lies. 

When Faith is kneeling by his bed of death. 

And Innocence is closing up his eyes — 

Now, if thou would'st, when all have given him over. 
From death to life thou might’st him yet recover ! 

M. DRAYTON (15G3-163I) 


SONG FOR ST. CECILIA’S DAY, 1687 

From harmony, from he.avcnly harmony. 

This universal frame began ; 

When Nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay. 

And could not heave her hc.ad. 

The tuneful voice was heard from high, 

“ Arise, ye more than dead 1 ”, 

Thoii cold, and hot, and moist, and dry. 

In oi-dcr to their stations Ic.ap, 

And Music’s power obey. 

From harmony, from heavenly harmony. 

This universal frame began : 

From harmony to harmony 
Through all the compass of the notes it ran, 

The diapason closing full in Man. 

What passion cannot Music raise and quell f 
When Jubnl struck the chorded shell. 

His listening brethren stood around. 

And, wondering, on their faces fell 
To worship that celestial sound : 
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SONG FOR ST. CECILIA’S DAY, leST 

Less than a God they thought there could not dwell 
Within the hollow of that shell 
That spolce so aweetly and so welL 
What passion cannot Music raise and quell ? 

The trumpet’s loud clangour 
Excites us to arms, 

With shrill notes of anger 
And mortal alarms. 

The doable, double, double beat 
Of the thundering drum 
Cries “ Hark ! the foes come ; 

Charge, charge, ’tis too late to retreat ! ” 

The soft complaining flute 

In dying notes, discovers 
The woes of hopeless lovers, 

Whose dirge is whisper’d by the warbling lute. 

Sharp violins proclaim 
Their jealous pangs and desperation, 

Furr, frantic indignation, 

Depth of pains, and height of pasaon. 

For the fair, disdainful dame. 

But oh ! what art can teach. 

What human voice can reach 
The sacred organ’s praise I 
Notes inspiring holy love, 

Notee that wing their heavenly ways 
To mend the choirs above. 

Orpheus could lead the savage race ; 

And trees uprooted left their place 
Sequacious of the lyre : 

Bat bright Cecilia raised the wonder higher; 



THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST 

When to her organ vocal hreath vras given, 

An angel Ircard and straight appear'd — 
Mistaking Earth for Heaven. 

Grand Chonti. 

' As for the power of Mcred lays 
The spheres began to more, 

And sung the great Creator’s praise 
To all the blest above ; 

So when the last and dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant shall devour. 

The trumpet shall be he.ard on high, 

The dead shall live, the living die, 

And music shall untune the sky. 

J. DRTDEN aWl-lTOO) 

THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST 

I’VB heard them lilting at our ewe-milking, 

Lasses a-Iilting before the dawn o’ day; 

But now they are moaning on ilka green loamng — 

Tho Flowers of the Forest are a’ wedo away. 

At bughts, in the morning, nao blythe kads are scorning 

Lasses are lanely, and dowie, and wae r 

ITae d.affing, nae gabbing, but sighing and sabbing, 

Ek ane lifts her Icglin, and hies her away. 

In hairst, at tho shearing, nae youths now are jeering : 
BanJstcrs are lynrt, and runklcd, and gray, 

At fair or at preaching, nae wooing, nae ilceching — 

The Flowers of the Forest are a’ wede away 

At e’en, in tho gloaming, nae swankies are roaming 
'Rout stacks wi' the lasses at bogle to play ; 

But ilk one sits eerie, lamenting her dearie — 

The Flowers of tho Forest are a’ wedc away 
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Dool anrl wao for the order sent our lads to the Border ! 
The English, for anre, by gnile wan the day ; 

The Blowers of the Forest, that fought aye the foremost, 
The prime of our land, lie canid in the day. 

We’ll hear nae mair lilting at our ewe-milking : 

Women and bairns are heartless and wae. 

Sighing and moaning on ilka green loaning ; 

The Flowers of the Forest ate a’ wede away. 

JEAN ELUOT (1727-1805) 


WOMAN 

When lovely woman stoops to folly, 

And finds too late that men betray, 

What cliarm can soothe her melancholy ! - 
What art can wash her tears away 1 

The only art her guilt to cover, 

To hide her shame from ev’ry eye. 

To give repentance to her lover, 

And wring his bosom is — to die. 

OUTER GOLDSMITH (1728-1774) 

EiEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHUEOHYARD 

The curfew tolls tho knell of parting day. 

The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea, 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, ' 

And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight, 

And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 

" Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 

And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds ; 
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Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower 
The moping owl docs to the moon complain 
Of such as, wandering near lier secret bower, 
ilolcst her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade, 

"Where heaves the tmf in m.any a mouldering Iieap, 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 

The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 

The breezy oall of incense-breathing morn, 

The swallow twittering from the straw-built sbed, 

The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 

No more shall rouse them from their lowl^* bed. 

For them no more tlie blazing hearth sliall burn. 

Or busy housewife ply her evening care : 

No children run to lisp their sire’s return, 

Or climb Ids knees the envied kiss to share. 

Oft. did the harvest to their sickle yield. 

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke ; 

How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 

How bow’d the woods beneath their sturdy stroke. 


Let not Ambition mock their nscfnl toil, 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ; 
Nor Gnmdeur hear with a disdainM smile 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 


The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 

And all that be;mty, all that wealth e’er gave, 

Await alike tb’ inevitable hour : 

iTlie paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

D 
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Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault 
If Memory o’er their tomb no trophies raise, 

Where through the long-draum aisle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 


Can storied urn or animated bust 

Back to its mansious call the fleeting breath 1 

Can Honour’s voice provoke the silent dust. 

Or Flattery soothe the dull cold ear of death 1 

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire ; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have sway’d, 
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre : ' 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the spoils of time, did ne’er unroll ; 
Chill Penury repress’d their noble rage. 

And froze the genial current of the soul. 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene 
The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear ; 

Full many a flower is bom to blush unseen. 

And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 


Some village Hampden, that with dauntless breast 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood. 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 

Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s blood. 

Th’ applause of listening senates to command. 

The threats of pain and min to despise, 

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land, 

• And read their history in a nation’s eyes — 
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Their lot forkide : nor drcumscribed alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined ; 
Forbade to wade thro’ slaugliter to a throne. 

And shut the gates of mercy on mankind j 

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to bide, 

To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame. 

Or heap the shrine of Luxury- and Pride 
With incense kindled at the Mnse’s flame. 


Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife 
Their sober wishes never Icam’d to stray ; 

Along t!ie cool, sequester’d vale of life 
They kept the noiseless tenour of their w.aj'. 

Yet e’en these bones from insult to protect 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh. 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck'd, 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 

Their name, their years, spelt by th’ unlettcrd Muse, 
The place of fame and elcgj' supply ; 

And many a. holy text around she strews. 

That teach the rustic moralist to dia 


For who, to dumb forgetfulness n prey. 

This plc.asing anxious being e’er resign'd. 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day. 
Nor c.ist one longing lingering look behind ? 


On some fond bre.a-st the parting soul relies, 
Some pious drops the closing eye requires ; 
E'en from tlio tomb the voice of Nature cries. 
E’en in our .ashes live their wonted fires. 
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For thee, who, mindful of th’ nnhonour’d dead. 

Dost in these lines their artless talc relate ; 

If chance, hy lonely contemplation led, 

Some kindred epirit shaU inquire thy fate, — 

Haply some hoary-headed svrain maj' say, 

“ Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 
Bnishing with hasty steps the dews away. 

To meet the sun upon the upland lawn ; 

. “Tiiere at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high, 

His listless length at noon-tide would he stretch. 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

“ Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 

Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove ; 

Now drooping, woeful-wan, like one forlorn. 

Or crazed with care, or cross’d in hopeless love. 

“ One mom I miss’d him on the custom’d hUl, 

Along the heath, and near his favourite tree ; 

Another came ; nor yet beside the rill. 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he ; 

“ The next with dirges due in sad array 
Slow through the church-way path we saw him borne, — 
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay 
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.” 


THE EPITAPH 

Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth 
A Youth, to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; 
Fair Science frown’d not on his humble birth 
And Melancholy mark’d him for her oim. 
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DELIGHT IX DISORDEE 

A SWEET disorder in the dress 
Kindles in clothes a wantonness : 

A lawn about the shoulders thrown 
Into a fine distraction, — 

An erring lace, which here and there 
Enthrals the crimson stomacher, — 

A cun' neglectful, and thereby 
Ribbands to flow confusedly, — 

A winning wave, deserving note. 

In the tempestuous petticoat, — 

A careless shoe-string, in whose tie 
I see a wild civility, — 

Do more bewitch me, than when art 
Is too precise in every part 

BOBEKT HERKICK (I59i-1G74) 


TO THE YIRGINS, TO MAKE MUCH OF TIME 

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may : 

Old Time is still a-flying, 

And this same flower that smiles to-day 
To-morrow wiU be dying. 

The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun. 

The higher he’s a-getting. 

The sooner will his race he run. 

And nearer he’s to setting. 

The age is best which is tue first, 

Uhea youth and blood are warmer ; 

Bat, being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times still succeed the former. 



TO CELIA 
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Then bo not coy, but use your time, 

And while yo may, go marry : 

For, having lost but onco your primo, 

You may for ever tany. 

KOBERX HERRICK 


VOW TO LOVE FAITHFULLY HOWSOEVER HE 
BE REWARDED 

Set me whereas the sun doth parch the green, 

Or where his beams do not dissolve the ice ; 

In temperate heat, where he is felt and seen j 
In presence prest of people, mad or wise ; 

Set me in high, or yet in low degree ; 

In longest night, or iu the shortest day ; 

In clearest sky, or where clouds thickest bo ; 

In lusty youth, or when my hairs are grey ; 

Set mo in heaven, in earth, or else in hell. 

In hill, or dale, or in the foaming flood ; 

Thrall or at large, alive whercso I dwell j 
Sick or in health, in evil fame or good : 

Hers will I be, and only with this tliought 
Content myself, although my chance be nought 1 
HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY (IGIT-ICIC) 


TO CELIA 

Drink to me only with tiiino eyes. 

And I will pledge with mine ; 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup, 

And I’ll not look for wine. 

Tho thirst that from the soul doth rise. 
Doth ask a drink divine : 

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup, 

I would not change for thine. 



LA BELLE DAilE SANS ilERCI 


I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 

Not so much honouring thee, 

As giving it a hope, that there 
It could not withered he ; 

But thou thereon didst only breathe^ 

And sent’st it back to me : 

Since when it grows, and smells, I swear, 

Not of itself, but thee. 

BEN JONSON (157S-I637) 


LAST S02<NET 

Beight Star ! would I were steadfast as thou art-^ 
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night. 

And watching, with eternal lids apart. 

Like Nature’s patient sleepless Eremite, 

The moving waters at their priest-like task 
Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores, 

Or gaaing on the new soft-fallen mask 
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors : — 

No — yet still steadfast, stfll unchangeable. 

Pillow'd upon my fair Love’s ripening breast, 

To feel for ever its soft faU and sweU, 

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest ; 

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 

And BO live ever, — or else swoon to death. 

J. KEATS (1755-im) 

LA BELLE DAME SANS MEECI 

“ 0, WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms. 

Alone and jialely loitering! 

The sedge is wither’d from the lake, 

And no birds sing. 



LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI 

" 0, what can ail thee, knight-at-anns, 

So haggard and so woe-begoiie ? 

The squirrel’s granary is fuU, 

And the harvest’s done. 

“ I see a lily on thy brow 

With anguish moist and fever dew. 

And on thy clieek a fading rose 
Fast withercth too.” — 

“I met a lady in the meads, 

Full beautiful — a faery’s child : 

Her hair was long, her foot was light. 

And her eyes were wild. 

*' I made a garland for her head, 

And bracelets too, and fragrant sone. 

She looked at me .as she did love, 

And made sweet moan. 

" I set her on my pacing steed. 

And nothing else saw all day long, 

For sidewaj'S would she lean, and sing 
A faery’s song. 

“ She found me roots of relish sweet. 

And honey wild, and manna dew, 

And sure in language strange she said : — 

‘ I love thee true ! ’ 

“ She took mo to her elfin grot. 

And there she wept and sigh’d full sore. 
And there I shut her wild wild eyes 
With kisses four. 

“And there she lullkl me asleep. 

And there I dreamed — aii ! woe betide I 
The latest dream I ever dreamed 
On the cold hill’s side 1 



ODE ON A GRECIAN URN 

“I saw pale kings and princes too, 

P.ale ■warrioTS, death-pale were they alL 
They cried : — ‘ La Belle Dame sans Merci 
Hath thee in thrall ! ’ 


“ I saw their starved lips in the gloam, 
"With horrid warning gaped wide, 
And I awoke and found me here 
On the cold hill’s side. 


“ And this is why I sojourn here, 

Alone and palely loitering. 

Though the sedge is wither’d from the lake, 

And no birds sing.” 

JOHK EEATS 


ODE ON A GRECIAN URN 

Thou stiU unravished bride of quietness, 

Thon foster-child of SUence and slow Time, 

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 

A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme : 
"What leaf-fringed legend haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, or of both. 

In Tempe of the dales of Arcady? 

"What men or gods are these 1 What maidens loth ? 
What mad pursuit 1 What struggle to escape 1 
What pipes and timbrels 1 What wild ecstasy ? 


Heard melodies are sweet, but these unheard 
^ Are sweeter ; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on j 
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endeared, 

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone : 



ODE ON A GRECIAN URN 

Fair youfli, beneath tlie trees, thou canst not leave 
Thy Bong, nor ever can those trees be bare ; 
Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss. 
Though vanning near the goal — yet, do not grieve; 
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss. 
For ever vilt thou love, and she be fair ! 


Ah, happy, happy boughs 1 that cannot shed 
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spi ing adieu ; 
And, happy melodist, unvrcaribd. 

For ever piping songs for ever new ; 

More happy love ! more happy, happy love ! 
For over vann and still to be enjoyed, 
Forever panting, and for ever young; 

All breathing human passion far above, 

That leaves a heart high-sorrov-ful and cloyed, 
A burning forehead and a parching tongue. 


"VTlio are these coming to the sacrifice 1 
To what green altar, O mysterious priest, 
Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies. 

And all her silken flanks with garlands drest 1 
■What little town by river or sea-shore, 

Or moimtain-hnilt with peaceful citadel. 

Is emptied of its folk, this pious mom ? 
And, little town, thy streets for evennoro 
^Yill silent bo ; and not a sonl to tell 
Wbj' thou art desolate, can e’er return. 


0 Attic shape ! Fair attitude ! with bredo 
Of marble men and maidens oversvroiight, 

“With forest brandies and the trodden weed ; 

Thou, silent form ! dost tease ns out of thought 
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THE MAID'S LAMENT 


As (loth eternity ; CoM Pastoml ! 

When old aijc ftliall this j;cncnition •waste, 

Thou shall remain, in midst of other '(voc 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou sayest, 

“ Beauty is truth, truth beauty, — that is all 
Ye kno'W on earth, and all ye need to kno'w.” 

JOHN KEATS 


THE ilAID'S LALIENT 

I i/)WED him not ; and yet no'w he is gone, 

I feel I am alone. 

I checlc’d him while he spoke ; yet, could he speak, 
Alas ! I would not check. 

For reasons not to love liim once I sought. 

And wearied all my thought 
To vex myself and him ; I now would give 
My love, could he but live 
Who lately lived for me, and when he found 
’Twas vail), in holy ground 
He hid his face amid the shades of death. 

I waste for him my breath 
Who wasted his for me ; but mine returns, 

And this lorn bosom bums 
With stifling heat, hea-ving it up in sleep, 

And wakiug me to weep 
Tears that had melted his soft heart : for years 
Wept he as bitter tears. 

“ Merciful God ! ” such -was his latest prayer, 

“ These may she never share ! ” 

Quieter is his breath, his breast more cold 
Than daisies in the mould. 

Where children spell, athwart the churchyard gate. 

His name and life’s brief date. 

Pray for him, gentle souls, whoe’er you be. 

And, 0, praj' too for me 1 

W. SAVAGE LANDOB (1775-18G4) 



THE NAMELESS ONE 


61 


TO LUCASTA GOING TO THE WARS 

Tell me not, Sn-eot, I am nnlcind, 

That from the lumucry 

Of til}- chfwte breast nnd quiet mind 
To war and arms I fly. 

True, a new mistress now I cha-stj, 

The first foe in the field, 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such ' 

As thou, too, shalt adore : 

I could not love thee, dear, so much, 

Loved I not Honour more. 

RICHiVED LOVELACE (1G18-1G38) 


THE NAMELESS ONE 

Roll forth, my song, like the nishing river, 

Tiiat sweeps along to the iniglity sea ; 

God will inspire me while I deliver 
My soul of thee ! 

Tell thou the world, when my bones lie whitening 
Amid the last homes of youth and eld, 

That once there was one whose veins nm lightning 
No eye beheld. 

Tell how his boyhood was one drear night-hour, 

How shone for him, through his griefs and gloom. 
No star of all he.aven sends to liglit our 
Path to the tomb. 



THE NA.MELESS ONE 


Eoll on, my song, and to after ages 
Tell hoTT, disdmning all earth can give, 

He -vronlcl have tanght men, from vrisdom’s pages, 
The -way to live. 

And tell hosv trampled, derided, hated, 

And vrom hy •n'eakness, disease, and wrong. 

He fled for shelter to God, who mated 
His soul with song. 


— -"With song which alway, snhlime or vapid. 

Flow’d like a rill in the morning beam. 

Perchance not deep, but intense and rapid — 

A mountain stream. 

TeH how this Naraele.ss, condemn’d for years long 
To herd with demons from hell beneath. 

Saw things that made him, with groans and tears, long 
For even death. 

Go on to tell how, with genius wasted, 

Betray’d in friendship, befool’d in love, 

"With spirit shipwreck’d, and yonng hopes blasted. 

He stfll, EtQl strove ; 

Till, spent with toil, dreeing death for others 

(And some whose hands should have wrought for him. 
If children live not for sires and mothers). 

His mind grew dim ; 


And he fell far through that pit abysmal, 
The gulf and grave of Maginn and Bums, 
And pawn’d his soul for the devil’s dismal 
Stock of returns. 



MORNING OF CHRISTS NATIVITY 

But yet redeem’d it in days of darkness. 

And shapes and signs of the final wrath, 
When death, in hideous and ghastl3’ starkness, 
Stood on his path. 


And tell how now, amid wreck and sorrow. 

And want, and sickness, and houseless nights, 
He hides in calmness the silent morrow, 

That no ray lights. 


And lives ho still, then ? Yes ! Old and hoary 
At thirty-nine, from despair and woe, 

He lives, enduring what future story 
Will never know. 


Him grant a grave to, ye pitying noble, 

Deep in j’our bosoms : there let him dwell ! 

He, too, had te-ars for all souls in trouble. 

Here and in hell. 

JAMES CLABENCE MANGAN (1S03-1849) 


HYMN ON THE MORNING OF CHRIST’S 
NATIVITY 

It was the winter wild, 

Vliile the heaven-bom child 
All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies ; 
Nature, in awe to him. 

Had doffed her gaudy trim, . 

With her great Master so to sj’mpathise : 

It was no season then for her 

To wanton with the Sun, her lusty paramour. 
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Only with speeches fair 
She WOOS the gentle air 
To hide her guilty front with innocent snow. 
And on her naked shame, 

Pollute with sinful blame, 

The saintly veil of maiden white to throw; 
Confounded, that her Blakcr’s eyes 
Should look 60 near upon her foul deformities. 


But He, her fears to cease, 

Sent down the meek-eyed Peace : 

She, crowned ■with olive green, came softly slidin 
Down through the turning sphere, 

His ready harbinger, 

"With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing; 
And, waving wide her myrtle wand. 

She strikes a universal peace through sea and land. 
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No war, or battle’s sound. 

Was heard the world around ; 

The idle spear and shield were high uphung ; 
The hookhd chariot stood 
Unstained with hostile blood ; 

The trumpet spake not to the armM throng 
And kings sat still with awfixl eye. 

As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by. 


But peaceful was the night 
Wherein the Prince of Light 
His reign of peace upon the earth began. 

The winds, with wonder whist. 

Smoothly the waters kissed, 

Whispering new joys to the mild Oce-in, 

Who now hath quite forgot to rave, 

While birds of calm sit brooding on the channM wave. 
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Tlic stirs, w-ith deep amaze, 

Stand fixed in steadfast gaze. 

Bending one waj* tiicir precious influence, 

And will not fake flicir flight 
For ati the morning light. 

Or Lucifer that often wamed them thence ; 
But in their glimmering orbs did glow. 

Until their Lord himself bespake, and bid them go. 


And, tliough the shady Gloom 
Had given Day her room. 

The Sun himself withheld his wonted speed, 

And hid his head for shame. 

As his inferior flame 

The ncw-cnlightcncd world no more should need : 
Ho saw n greater Sun appear 
Than his bright throuc or burning asletrcc could bear. 

The shepherds on the lawn, 

Or ere the point of dawn. 

Sat simply chatting in a rustic row : 

Full little thouglit they than 
That the mighty Pan 

Was kindly come to live with them below ; 
Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep. 

Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep. 


When sueh music sweet 
Their hearts and cars did greet 
As never was by mortal finger strook, 
Divinely-warbled voice 
, Answering the stringed noise. 

As all their souls in blissful rapture took t 
Tlio air, such pleasure loth to lo-sc. 

With thousand echoes still prolongs each hc.avenly close. 
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Fucli ro'JEfl 

Rrr,'".i!}! llx rojinil 

Of Cjffjlhi.Vrf Fi-.t* the Airy repon thrilllny, 
rrM ellnri-t won 
To think her jnrt was GoriC, 

And tbnt iKt rcipi hail here ite l.ist fulfilling' ; 
She knew rndi hnnnony nlone 
Could bold all Heaven and Drrth in happier union. 


.At last ntrround* tlidr fi"Iit 
A pIoIk: of circular lipht, 

Tliat with loiip be.iin? the Fhr.sncfaccd 2\ight arrayed 
The hehiiiil Cic nihnii 
And sa-onied Seraphim 

^kre scon in piittcrinp ranks with vrinzs dhplayrrl, 
Harpin'' in loud and rolenin quire, 

"With une.vprc5.^ivc notea, to Hciivcn’s ncw-lvcrn Heir. 


Such music (ns ’tis Kiid) 

Before was never made 
But when of old the Sons of Jloming sung, 
IVhilc the Creator great 
His DOnstclIations set. 

And the wcH-halanccd World on hinges hung, 
And cast the dark foundations deep. 

And bid the weltering waves their ooxy channel keep. 


Ring out, yc crystal spheres ! 

Once bless our human cars. 

If ye have power to touch our senses so ; 

And let your silver chime 
JIovc in melodious time ; 

And let the bass of heaven’s deep organ blow j 
And with your ninefold harmony 
Make up full consort to the angelic symphony. 
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For, if such holy song 
Enwnp our fancy long, 

Time will run bade anil fetch the Age of Gold ; 

And speckled Vanity 
Will sicken soon and die; 

And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould ; 

And Hell itself will pass away, 

And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 

Yea, Truth and Justice then 
Will down return to men. 

Orbed in a rainbow ; and, like glories wearing, 

Jlercy will sit between. 

Throned in celestial sheen, 

With radiant feet the tissual clouds down steering ; 

And Heaven, as at some festival. 

Will open wide the gates of her high palace-hall. 

But wisest Fate mj’s : — No, 

Tliis must not yet be so ; 

The B.abe yet lies in smiling infancy 
That on the bitter cross 
Must redeem our loss. 

So both himself and ns to glorify : 

Yet first, to those yelmined in sleep, 

The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through the deep. 


With such a horrid clang 
As on Jlount Sinai rang, 

Wliile the red fire and Binouldering clouds ontbrake : 
The aged Earth, aghast, 

With terror of that bl.ast. 

Shall from the snrf.u:e to the centre shake. 

When, at the world’s last scssidn, , - 

The dreadful Judge in middle air shall-spread his throne. 
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And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is. 

Bat novr begins ; for from this happy day 
The Old Dragon under ground. 

In straitcr limits bound, 

Not half 80 far casts his usurped sway, 

And, ■wroth to see his kingdom fail. 

Swinges the scaly horror of his folded tail 


The Oracles are dumb ; 

No voice or hidcons hum 
Runs through the archhd roof in words deceiving. 
Apollo from his shrine 
Can no more divine, 

"With hnllorv shriek the steep of Delphos leaving. 
No nightly trance, or breathed spell, 

Inspires the pale-eyed prirat from the prophetic cell 

The lonely mountains o’er, 

And the resounding shore, ' 

A voice of weeping heard and land lament ; 

From haunted spring, and dale 
Dlged with poplar pale, 

The parting Genius is ■with sighing sent ; 

■With flower-inwoven tresses tom 

*1116 Kymplis in twilight shade of tangled thickets mourn 


In consecrated earth. 

And on the holy hearth. 

The Lars and Lemares moan with midnight plaint ; 
In ums, and altars round, 

A drear and dying sound 
Affrights the flaraens at their service quaint ; 

And the chill marble seems to sweat, 

"Vrhile each peculiar Power forgoes his wonted seat. 
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Pcor and Baalim 
Forsake tiicir temples dim, 

With that twice-battcrc<l God of FaleBtine; 

And raoontd Ashtaroth, 

He;iTen's queen and nioUicr both, 

Norn sits not girt with tapers’ holy shine ; 

The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn ; 

In vain the Tyrian maids their wonuded Thammtrz monrn. 


And sullen Moloch, fled, 

Hath left in shadows dread 
His burning idol all of blackest liue : 

In vain with cymbal’a ring 
Tlicy call the grisly king. 

In dismal dance about the furnace blue; 
The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 

Isis, and Orus, and the dog Anubis, baste. 


Nor is Osiris seen 
In Memphian grove or green, 

Tr.vmpling the unshowered grass with lowinga loud j 
Nor can be be at rest. 

Within iiis sacreil chest ; 

Nought but profoundcst Hell can be bis shroud; 

In vain, with timbrelied antiicms dark, 

The sable-stolhd sorcerers bear his worshipped ark. 


He feels from Juda’s hand 
The dreaded Infant’s hand ; 

The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eye ; 
Nor all the gods beside 
Longer dare abide. 

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine : 

Our Babe, to show his Godhead true, 

Oan in his swaddling bands control tiic damnM crew. 
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So, ■when tliD sun in bed, 

Curtained ■with cloudy red. 

Pillows bis chin upon an orient wave, 

The flocking shadows pale 
Troop to the infernal jail. 

Each fettered ghost slips to his several grave. 

And the ycTlow-skincd fays 

Fly after the night-steeds, leaving their moon-loved maze. 

But see ! the Virgin blest 
Hath laid her Babe to rest. 

Time is our tedious song should here have ending: 
Heaven’s youngest-teemfed star 
Hath fixed her polished car. 

Her sleeping Lord with handmaid lamp attending 
And all about the courtly stable 
Bright-hamessed Angeb ait in order serviceable. 

JOHN MILTON (lCOS-1674) 


HYCIDAS 

Yet once more, 0 ye laurels, and once more. 
Ye mjTtles brown, with ivy never sere, 

I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude. 
And with forced fingers rude 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year ! 
Bitter constraint and sad occasion dear 
Compels me to disturb your season due ; 

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime. 

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer ! 
Who would not sing for Lycidas 1 he knew 
Himself to sing, and.build the lofty rhyme. 

He must not float upon his watery bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind. 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 
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Begin, then, Sisters of the sacred well 
.That from beneath the scat of Jove doth spring; 

Begin, and somewliat loudly sweep the string. 

Hence with denial vain and coy excuse : 

So may some gentle Huse 
IVith lucky words favour my destined uni. 

And, as he passes, tuni 
And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud ! 

For we were nursed upon the sclf-Baroc hill. 

Fed the same flock, by fountain, shade, and rill j , 
Together both, ere the high lawns appeared 
Under the opening eyelids of the Mom, 

We drove a-ficld, and both together heard 
What time the grey-fly winds her sultry horn, 

Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night. 

Oft till the star tliat rose, at evening, bright 
Toward heaven’s descent had sloped his westering wheel, 
hlcanwhile the rural ditties were not mute : 

Tempered to the oaten flute, 

Rough Satyrs danced,' and Fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad sound would not be absent long ; 

And old Damaitas loved to lic.ar our soug. 

But, 0 ! the heavy change, now thou art gone, 

Now thou art gone and never must return ! 

Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods and desert c.aves, 

With -wild thyme and the gadding nne o’ergrown. 

And all their echoes, mourn. 

The willows, and the hazel copses green. 

Shall now no more be seen 

Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays. 

As killing as the canker to the rose, 

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze. 

Or frost to flowers, that their gay -n-ardrobe wear. 

When first the 'white-thom blows : 

Such, Lycidas, tby loss to shepherd’s ear. 
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Where were yc, Xymiihs, irhcn the remorseless deep 
Closed o’er the head of your loved Lycidasl 
For neither were ye playing on the steep 
Where yonr old bards, the famous Druids, lie, 

}for on the shaggy top of Mona high, 

Ifor yet where Dora spreails her wizard stream. 

Ay me ! I fondly dream 

“^d ye been there’’ ... for what could that have donel 
What could the LIuse herself, that Orpheus bore, 

The ifuse herself, for her enchanting son. 

Whom universal nature did lament. 

When by the rout that made the hideous roar. 

His gory visage down the stream was sent, 

Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore ? 


Alas ! wliat boots it with incessant care 
To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd’s trader 
And strictly meditate the thankless Muse 1 
Were it not better done, as others use, 

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade, 

Or with the tangles of Nc»ra’s hair ? 

Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise 
(That last infirmity of noble mind) 

To scorn delights and live laborious days ; 

Bat^ the fiur guerdon when we hope to find, 

And think to burst out into sudden blaze, 

Corns the blind Fury with the abborrM shears, 
And slits the thin-spun life. “ But not the praise, 
Pheebns replied, and touched my trembling ears : 

“ Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil, 

H'or in the glistering foil 

Set oft to the world, nor in broad rumour lies. 

But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes 
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove; 

As he pronounces lastly on each deed. 

Of so much fame in heaven expect thy meed.” 
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0 fountain Aretlnise, and thou lionourcd flood, 
Smooth-sliding Jliiicius, crowne<i •ndth vocal reeds, 
That strain I licard "vras of a higher mood. 

But no\r my oat proceeds. 

And listens to tho Herald of the Sea, 

That came in Neptune’s plea. ' 

He asked the waves, and asked the felon winds, 

What hard mishap hath doomed this gentle swain 1 
And questioned every gust of luggcd wings 
That blows from off each beakhd promontory. 

They knew not of his story ; 

And sage Hippotades their answer brings, 

That not a blast was ftoin his dungeon strayed : 

The air was calm, and on the level brine 
Sleek Panope with all her sisters played. 

It was that fatal and perfidious bark, 

Built in the eclipse and rigged with curses dark, 

That sunk so low that sacred head of thine. 

Nest, Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow, 

His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge, 

Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 
Like to that sanguine flower inscribed with woe. 

“ Ah 1 who hath reft," quoth he, " my dearest pledge 1 ” 
Last came and last did go, 

The Pilot of the Galilean Lake ; 

Two massy keys he boro of metals twain 
(The golden opes, tho iron shuts amain). 

He shook his mitred locks, and stern bespake : — 

“ How well coidd I have spared for thee, young swain. 
Enow of such as, for their bellies’ E.ake, 

Creep, and intrude, and climb into tiie fold ! 

Of other care they little reckoning make 
Than how to scramble at tbe shearers’ fe-ast, 

And shove away the worthy hidden guest. 

Blind mouths ! that scarce themselves know how to hold 
A sheep-hook, or have learnt aught else the least 
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That to the faithful herdraan’s art belongs ! 

What recks it them 1 What need tiiey 1 They are sped 
And, when ttiey list, their lean and flashy songs 
Grate on their scrannel pipes of wi'etched straw ; 

The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed, 

But, swoln with wind and the rank mist they draw, 

Eot inwardly, and foul contagion spread ; 

Besides wliat the grim w'olf with privy paW 
Daily devours apace, and nothing said. 

But that two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more.” 

Eeturn, Alpheus ; the dread voice is past 
That shrunk thy streams ! Eeturn, Sicilian Muse, 

And call the vales, and bid them hither cast 
Their bells and flowerets of a thousand hues ! 

Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use 
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks, 

On whose fresh lap tlie swart star sparely looks, 

Throw hither all your quaint enamelled eyes, 

Tiiat on the green turf suck the honeyed showers. 

And purple all the ground with venial flower-s. 

Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies, 

Tlie tufted crow-toe, and pale jessamine. 

The white pink, and the pansy freaked with jet. 

The glowing violet, 

The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine. 

With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head. 

And every flower that sad embroidery wears ; 

Bid amaranthus all his be.auty shed, 

And dafladillies fill their cups with tears. 

To strew the laureate hearse where Lycid lies. 

For ."o, to interpose a little case. 

Let our frail thoughts d.nlly with false surmise. 

Ay me ! whilst thee the shores and sounding seas 
Wash far away, where’er thy bones are liurled : 

Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides, 
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Where thou perhaps under the -whclniing tide 
Visit’st tiie bottom of the nioustroua svorld ; 

Or ■whether thou, to our moist vows denied, 
Sleep’st by tlie fable of Bellcrus old. 

Where the gr-eat Vision of the guarded mount 
Looks towanl ITaniaucos and Bayona’s hold. 

Look homeward, Angel, no'w, and melt with ruth: 
And, 0 ye dolphins, waft the hapless j-outh ! 


Weep no more, woful shepherds, weep no mon^ 

For L 3 'eidas, your sorrow, is not dead. 

Sunk though he be bene:ith the waterj' floor ! 

So sinks tlie day-star in the ocean bed. 

And yet anon repairs liis drooping head. 

And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore 
Flames in the forcliead of the moniing sky j 
So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high, 

TlirougU the dear might of Him that walked the waves. 
Where, otlier groves and other streams along. 

With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves, 

And hears the unespressive nuptial song. 

In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love. 

Tlicro entertain him all the Saints above, 

In solemn troops, and sweet societies. 

That sing, and singing in their glory move. 

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 

Now, Lycid.rs, the shepherds weep no more; 

Henceforth thou art tlie Genius of the shore, 

In tli.v large recompense, and shalt be good 
To ali that wander in that perilous flood. 


Thus s.ang the uncouth swain to the oaks and rills. 
While tile still morn went out with sandals grey: 

He touched the tender stops of s-arious quills, • 

With eager tlionght -warbling his Doric lay : 
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And now the sun had stretched out all the hills, 

And now was dropt into the western bay. 

At last he rose, and twitched his mantle blue : 
To-morrow to fresh woods, and pastures new. 

JOHN MILTON 


ON HIS BLINDNESS 

"Whek I consider how my light is spent, 

Ere half my days, in this dark world and wride. 

And that one Talent which is death to hide, 

Lodg’d rrith me useless, though my Soul more bent 
To serve therewith my ilaker, and present 
My tnie account, least he retumiug chide. 

Doth God exact day-labour, light deny’d, 

I fondly ask ; But patience to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies, God doth not need 
Either man’s work or his own gifts, who best 
Bear his milde yoak, they serve him best, his State 
Is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed 
And post o’er Land and Ocean without rest : 

They also serve who only stand and waite. 

JOHN MILTON 


THE TOYS 

My little Son, who look’d from thonghtful eyes 
And moved and spoke in quiet grown-up wise, 
Having ray law the seventh time disobey’d, 

I struck him, and dismiss’d 
"With hard words and unkiss’d, 

— ^His Mother, who was patient, being dead. 
Then, fearing lest bis grief shonld hinder sleep, 
I visited his bed. 

But found him slumbering deep. 
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With darhon’d crelids, and their lashes yet 
From his late sobhiiig •wet. 

And I, with mnan, 

Kissing away his tears, left others of niy own j 
For, on a table drawn beside his head. 

He had put, within iiis reach, 

A bos of conntci^ and a red-vein'd stone, 

A piece of glass abraded by the beach, 

And sis or seven shells, 

A bottle with bluebells. 

And two French copper coins, ranged there with careful art, 
To comfort his sad heart. 

So when that night I pray’d 
To God, I wept, and said : 

Ah, when at last wo lie with tranchd brcatli, 

Not vexing Thee in death, 

And Thou rcmenibcrest of what toys 
W’c made our joys. 

How weakly understood 
Thy great commanded gooil. 

Then, fiitherly not less 

Than I whom Thou hast moulded from the day, 

Thoiilt leave Tliy wrath, and say, 

“I will be sorry for their childisliness.” 

COVENTBT PATMOHH (1823-1896) 


ANNABEL LEE 

It was many and many a year ago. 

In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived whom you may know 
By the name of Annabel Lee ; 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 
Than to love and b^^ved by me. 
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I was a child, and she was. a child 
In this kingdom by the sea : 

But we lored with a love that was more than love — 
I and my Annabel Lee — 

With a love that the wingfed seraphs of heaven 
Coveted her and me. 

And this was the reason that, long ago. 

In this kingdom by the sea, 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 
My beautiful Annabel Lee ; 

So that her liigh-bom kinsman came 
And bore her away from me, 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 
In this kingdom by the sea. 

The angels not half so happy in heaven. 

Went envying her and me ! 

Y<a 1 — that was the reason (as all men know 
In this kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud one nighty 
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 

But our love it was stronger by far than the love 
Of those who were older than we — 

Of many far wiser than we — 

And neither tlic angels in heaven above 
Nor the demons down under the sea 
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 
Of the beaiitifid Annabel Lee : 


For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee ; 

And the stars never rise, hut I feel the bright eyes 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee ; 
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And Eo nil the night-tide I lie doTm hy tlic Bide 
Of my darling — my darling ! — ^my life and my bride, 

In the sepulchre there by the sea, 

In her tomb by the sounding sea. 

EDGAR ALLAN POE (1609-1849) 

THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL 

Vital spark of heavenly flame. 

Quit, 0, quit this mortal frame ! 

Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying, 

0, the pain, the bliss of dying ! 

Cease, fond Nature, cease thy strife, 

And let me languish into life. 

Hark, they -srhisper ! Angels say : — 

“ Sister spirit, come av.ay ! ” 

What is this absorbs me quite 1 
Steals my senses, shuts my sight. 

Drowns my spirit, draws my breath 1 
Tell me, my soul, can this be deatli ! 

The world recodes ; it disappears ! 

Heaven opens on my eyes 1 my e.ars 
With sounds seraphic ring ! 

Lend, lend your wings ! I mount ! I fly ! 

O Grave, where is thy Victory ? 

O Death, where is thy sting? 

ALEXANDER POPE (lCSS-1744) 


EEJIEMBER 

Remember me when I am gone away. 

Gone far away into the silent land ; 

When you can no more hold mo by the hand. 
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay. 
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Eemember me when no more, day by day, 

You tell me of our future that you planned : 

Only remember me ; you understaiid 
It •srill be late to counsel then or pray. 

Yet if you should forget me for a while 
And afterwards remember, do not grieve ; 

For if the darkness and corruption leave 
A vestige of the thoughts that once I had. 

Better by far you should forget and smile 
Than that you should remember and be sad. 

C. G. BOSSETTI (1830-1894) 


THE BLESSllD DAMOEEL 

The blessM Daraozel lean’d out 
From the gold bar of Heaven : 

Her blue grave eyes were deeper much 
Than a deep water, even. 

She had three lilies in her hand, 

And the stars in her hair were seven. 

Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hero, 

No wrought flowers did adorn, 

But a white rose of Mary’s gift 
On the neck meetly worn ; 

And her hair, lying down her b.ack. 

Was yellow like ripe corn. 

Herseem’d she scarce had been a day 
One of God’s choristers ; 

tlie wonder was not yet quite gone 
From that still look of hers ; 

Albeit, to them she left, her day 
Had counted aa ten years. 
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(To one it is ten years of years ; 

. . . Yet now, licre in this place, 
Surely she loan’d o’er me, — her hair 
Fell all about my face. . . . 
Nothing ; the Autumn-fall of leaves. 
The whole year sots apace.) 


It was the terrace of God’s house 
Tliat she was standing on, — 

By God built over the sheer depth 
In which is Sp:ice begun ; 

So high, that looking downw.ard thence. 
She could scarce see the sun. 


It lies from Heaven across the flood 
Of ether, as a bridge. 

Beneath, the tides of day and night 
With flame and blackness ridge 
Tlio void, as low as where this earth 
Spins like a fretful midge. 


But in those tracts, with her, it was 
The peace of utter light 
And silence. For no breeze may stir 
Along the ste.ady flight 
Of seraphim ; no echo there. 

Beyond all depth or height. 


He.ard hardly, some of her new friends, 
Plaj-ing at holy games. 

Spake, gentlc-mouth'd, among themselves. 
Their virginal chaste names ; 

And the souls, mounting up to God, 

Went by her like thin flames. 


F 



THE BLESSED DAMOZEL 

And still tliC Ixitv’d herself, and stoop’d 
Into the vast ’R’astc calm ; 

Till her Insom’s pressure must have made 
The Inr she Ican’d on ■warm, 

And the lilies lay as if asleep 
Along her bended arm. 


From the fi.vt lull of IMaven, .«bc e.w 
T ime, like a pubo, shake fierce 
Tiirmigh all the worlds. Her fraae still strove, 
In that fit'-'ep frnlf, to pierre 
The swam ; and the.n she spake, ,•« when 
The stars sang in their spheres. 


‘‘ I rri-h that l;e were come to me, 

Tor lie will come,” she >-.aid. 

“Have 1 net prayed in rolemi! Heaven? 

<')n c-irtt!, has i.c not pmy d * 

Are not two ji.-av-cm .a jx.'rfcct strength t 
A.nd shall I fei’l afraid 1 
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THE BLESSED DAMOZEL 

“ AVc two will lie i’ the slmdow of 
That living mystic tree 
Within whose secret growth the Dove 
Is sometimes felt to be, 

Wliile every leaf that His plumes touch 
Saith His name audibly. 


“ And I myself will teach to him, — 

I mj'self, lying so, — 

The songs I sing here ; which his mouth 
Shall pause in, hush’d and slow, 
Finding some knowledge at each pause. 
And some now thing to know.” 


(Alas 1 to her wise simple mind 
These tilings were all but known 
Before : they trembled on her sense, — 
Her voice had caught their tone. 
Alas for lonely Heaven 1 Alas 
For life wrung out alone ! 


Alas, and though the end were reach’d ! . . . 

Was thy part understood 
Or borne on trust? And for her B.ake 
■ Shall this too be found good ? — 

May the close lips that knew not prayer 
Praise ever, though they would ?) 


“We two,” she said, “will seek the groves 
Where the lady Slary is. 

With her five handmaidens, whose names 
Are five sweet symphonies : — 

Cecily, Gertrude, Ma^alen, 

Margaret, and Eosalys. 
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THE BLESSED DAMOZEL 

“ Circlo-vrise Fit they, 171111 bound locks 
And bosoms covered ; 

Into the fine cloth, white like flame, 
WcaTing the golden thread, 

To fashion the birth-robes for them 
Who arc just bom, being dead. 


“ He shall fear, haply, and be dumb. 

Tlien I will lay my check 
To his, and tell about our love. 

Not once aliash'd or weak ; 

And the dear lilother will approve 
Illy jiridc, anri let me speak. 


“ Ile.'tielf shall bring us, hand in hand. 
To Him roupd whom all lonls 
Kneel — the unnuinber’d Folemn heads 
Bow’d with thcfrtanreolc-'i : 

And Angels, mretin_j; n«, fhall sing 
To tlair citiicrmi rVid citolcs. 


“ Tlwrc will 1 iisk of Cli'risl the l/yri 
Tluis nr.ieh for him aAd me : — 

To Invi* more l lwi-ng tl.xm on earth 
In nowi<v; hilt to lie \ 

As thm Wi< Were, — liilng then 

At p'-.w.r. Ye.i, verily, H 


*' Yea. verily; v}.-a be 5- f.-sitle 

’it e will (j j thus ard tl,;;. 

Till thte tiy viril *ee;f 5 fjyite j,tt' 
At; 1 | 

V.t. i ish! life ?-t of-r, f.*f- 
Av.i I •■I."’" !.e 'Fjth fc''.** 


.tig's 
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She gazed, and listen’d, and then said, 

Less sad of speech than mild, — 

“ All tliis is when lie comes.” She ceased : 

The light thrill’d past her, fill’d 
With Angels, in strong level lapse. 

Her eyes pray’d, and she smiled. 

(I saw her smile.) But soon their flight 
Was vague ’mid the poised spheres. 

And then she cast her arms along 
The golden harriers, 

And laid her face between her hands, 

And wept. (I heard her tears.) 

DANTE GABBIEL ROSSETTI (182S-1882) 


SIBYLLA PALMIFERA 

UxvER the arch of Life, where love and death. 

Terror and mystery, guard her shrine, I saw 
Beauty enthroned ; and though her gaze struck awe, 
I drew it in as simply ns my breath. 

Hers are the eyes wliich, over and bcnc.ath. 

The sky and sea bend on thee, — which can draw, 

By sea or sky or woman, to one law. 

The allotted bondman of her palm and wreath. 

This is that Lady Beauty, in whose praise 

Thy voice and hand shake still — long kno^vn to thee 
By flying hair and fluttering hem, — the beat 
Following her daily of thy heart and feet, 

How passionately and irretrievably. 

In what fond flight, how many ways and days 1 

DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI 



SONNETS FROM SHAKESPEARE 


<tS5 


LOVESIGHT 

"Whek do I see thee most, beloved ooel 
When in the light the spirits of mine eyes 
Before thy face, their altar, solemnise 
The vrorship of that Jjove through thee made known 1 
Or when in the dusk hours, (we two alone,) 

Close-kisserl and eloquent of still replies 
Thy twilight-hidden glimmering visage lies. 

And my soul only sees thy soul its own 1 

0 love, my love ! if I no more should see 
Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee, 

Nor image of thine eyes in any spring, — 

How then should sound upon Life’s darkening slope 
The ground-whirl of the perisl)ed leaves of Hope, 

The wind of Death’s imperishable wing ? 

DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI 

SONG FROM 

“hl-DCH ATiO ABDXrr Nothisg” 

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 

3Ien were deceivers ever. 

One foot in sea and one on shore. 

To one thing constant never ; 

Then sigh not so, but let them go, 

And be you blithe and bonny. 

Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no more. 

Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 

The fraud of men was ever so. 

Since summer first was leavy : 

Then sigh not so, but let them go. 

And be you blithe and bonny. 
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Converting all your sounds of woo 
Into Hey nonny, nonny. 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEAEE (IBGI-IGIG) 

SONNETS FROM SRilKESPEARE 

1 

Shall I compare thee to a. summer's day 1 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate : 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And summer’s lease hath all too short a date : 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm’d : 

And every fair from fair sometime declines. 

By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimm’d. 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest ; 

Nor shall Death brag tliou wanderest in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou growest : 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can sec, 

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

Th’ expense of Spirit in a waste of shame 
Is lust in action ; and till action, lust 
Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame, 

SaTOge, extreme, rude, cinel, not to tnist ; 

Eiyoy’d no sooner but despishd straight; 

P;ist reason hunted ; and, no sooner had. 

Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait 
On purpose laid to make the taker mad : 

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so ; 

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme ; 

A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe ; 

Before, a joy proposed ; behind, a dream. 

All this the world well knows ; yet none knows well 
To shun the heaven that leads men to this helL 



88 


SONNETS FROM SHAKESPEARE 


Let me not to tbe marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or hends with the remover to remove ; 

0 no ! it is an ever-fixhd mark 

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken ; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken. 
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle’s compass come ; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out ev’n to the edge of doom : — 

If this be error, and upon me proved, 

I never writ, nor no roan ever loved. 


Beikg your slave, what should I do but tend 
Upon the hours and times of your desire ? 

I have no precious time at all to spend, 

Nor services to do, till you require : 

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end-hour 
iVTiifst r, my sovereign, watch the clock for you, 
Nor think tlie bitterness of absence sour 
When you have bid your servant once adieu : 

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought 
Where you may be, or }-our affairs suppose, 

But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought 
Save,' where you are, bow happy you make those y 
So true a fool is love, that in your will 
Though you do anything, he thinks no ill. 
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ODE TO THE WEST WIND 

I 

0 WILD West Wind, tliou breath of Aiitimin’fi licing, 
Thou, from whose unseen presence tlie leave? deed 
Arc driven, like ghoste from an enchanter fleeing, 

YcUovr, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pcstilence-Btrickcn multitudes ! 0 thou. 

Who chariotest to their dark winlrj' bed 

The winged seeds, where they lie cold anil low, 

Each like d corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the spring shall blow 

Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 

With living hues and odours plain and hill ; 

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere. 

Destroyer and preserver, hear, 0, hear 1 

n 

Thou on whoso stream, ’mid the steep sky's commotion. 
Loose clouds, like earth’s decaying leaves, are shed. 
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 

Angels of rain and liglitning : there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge. 

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 

Of some fierce Mcenad, even from the dim verge 
Of the horizon to the zenith’s height. 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 
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Of the dying year, to ■vrliicli this closing night 
Wiil he the dome of a vast sepulchre, 

Taulted trith all thy congregated might 

Of vapouR, from whose solid atmosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and hail will hurst : 0, hear ! 

m 

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The hlue Mediterranean, where he lay. 

Lulled hy the coil of his crystMline streams, 

Beside a pumice isle in Baim’s bay. 

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave’s intenser day, 

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them ! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic's level powers 

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far hdow 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods, which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 

Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear. 

And tremble and despoil themselves : O, hear ! 

rv 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear ; 

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee ; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontroUahle ! If even 
I were as in my boyhcod, and could he 
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The comrade of thy wanderinga over heaven, 

As then, vhcn to outstrip thy skiey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision : I rvouhl ne’er have striven 

As tliiis u-itli thee in praj'er in my sore need 1 

0 1 lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud ! 

1 fall upon tlie thorns of life ! I bleed ! 

A heavy vreight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee : tameless, and swift, and proud. 


JIakc mo tl\y lyre, even as the forest is ; 

Wliat if iny leaves are falling like its own 1 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonics 

Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone, 

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce, 
hly spirit ! Be thou me, impetuous one ! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the univeme 
Like -withered leaves to quicken a new birth ! 

And, by the incantation of tliis verso, 

Scatter, ns from an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my -words among mankind ! 

Bo through my lips to unawakened earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy ! 0 -(vind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind 1 

PEROT BTSSHE SHEIiEEY (1792-1822) 
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THE INDIAN SERENADE 

I AEISTE from dreams of thee 

In the first sweet sleep of night, 

YThen the winds are breathing low, 

And the stars are shining bright 
I arise from dreams of thee. 

And a spirit in my feet 
Hath led me — who knows howl 
To thy chamber window, Sweet 1 

The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark, the silent stream — 

And the Champak’s odours (pine) 

Like sweet thoughts in a dream; 

The nightingale’s complaint, 

It dies upon her heart. 

As I must on thine, 

0 belored as thou art ! 

0 lift me from the grass ! 

1 die 1 I faint ! I fail ! 

Let thy love in kisses rain 

On my lips and eyelids pale. 

My cheek is cold and white, alas ! 

My heart beats loud and fast : 

0 press it to thine own again, 

Where it will break at last ! 

PEBCX BYSSHE SHELLEY 

HYilN OF PAN 

Feoii the forests and highlands 
We come, we come; 

From the river-girt islands. 

Where loud waves are damb. 

Listening to my sweet pipings. 
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The wind in the reeds and the rnsiics, 
Tlic bees on the bells of thyme, 
The birds on the myrtle bushes. 

The cicale above in the lime. 

And the lizards below in the grass, 

Were as silent ns ever old Tmoius was, 
Listening to my sweet piiiings. 


Liquid Pencils was flowing. 
And all dark Tempo lay 
In Pclion’s shadow, outgrowing 
The light of the dying day, 
Speeded by my sweet pipings. 


The Silent and Sylvans and Fauns, 

And the Nymphs of the woods and waves. 
To the edge of the moist river-lawns. 

And the brink of the dewy eaves, 

And all that did then attend and follow, 

Were silent with love, as you now, Apollo, 

With envy of niy sweet pipings. 


I s.ang of the dancing stars, 

I sang of the dsedal earth. 

And of hc.avcn, and the giant wars. 

And love, and death, and birth. 

And then I changed my pipings — 

Singing how down the vale of Mamalns 
I pursued a maiden, and clasp’d a reed : 
Gods and men, we are all deluded thus ; 

It breaks in our bosom, and then we bleed. 
All wept — as I think both ye now would. 

If euvj’ or age had not frozen your blood — 

At the sorrow of my sweet pipings. 


PEBCr BYSSHE SHELLEY 
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EPITHALAl^nON 

Ye leaniM sisters, wliich liave oftentimes 
Beene to me ayding, others to adome, 

■\Vhom ye thought -irorthy of your gracefull rymes, 
Tliat even the greatest did not greatly scome 
To heare theyr names sung in your simple layes, 
But joyfed in theyr praise ; 

And when ye list your owne mishaps to moiime, 
'Whieh death, or love, or fortunes wreck did rayse, 
Your string could soone to sadder tenor tume, 

And teach the woods and waters to lament 
Your dolefull dreriment ; 

Now lay those sorrowfull complaints aside; 

And, having all your heads with girlnnds crownd, 
Helpe me mine ownc loves prayses to resound ; 

Ne let the same of any be envide : 

So Orpheus did for his owne bride ! 

So I unto my selfe alone will sing ; 

The woods shall to me answer, and my Eccho ring- 


Early, before the worlds light-giving lampe 
His golden beame upon the hils doth spred. 

Having disperst the nights unchearefull dampe. 

Doe ye awake ; and, with fresh lusty-lied. 

Go to the bowre of my belovfed love. 

My tniest turtle dove ; 

Bid her awake ; for Hymen is awake, 

And long since ready forth his maske to move, 

"With his bright Tead that flames with many' a flake, 
And many a bachelor to waite on him. 

In theyr fresh garments trim. 

Bid her awake therefore, and soone her dight, 

For lo ! the wishhd day is come at last. 

That shall, for all the paynes and sorrowes past 
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Pay to her usury of long delight : 

And, whylest she doth her dight. 

Doe ye to her of joy and solace sing. 

That all the woods may answer, and your Eccho ring. 

Bring with you all the Nymphes that you can hcare 
Both of the rivers and the forrests greene, 

And of the sea that neighbours to her neare ; 

A1 with gay girlands goodly wel besecne. 

And let them also with them bring in hand 
Another gay girland 

For iny iajTO love, of lillyes and of roses. 

Bound truelove wize, with a blew silke riband. 

And let them make grciit store of bridale poses. 

And let them eeke bring store of other flowers, 

To deck the bridale bowers. 

And let the ground where.as her foot shall tread. 

For feare the stones her tender foot should wrong. 

Be strewed with fragrant flowers all along. 

And diapred lyke the discolored me.ad. 

■Which done, doe at her chamber dore awayt, 

For she will waken stray t ; 

The whiles doe ye this song unto her sing. 

The woods shall to you answer, and yom- Eccho ring. 

Ye Nymphes of Mulla, which with carefull heed 
The silver sc-oly trouts doe tend full well. 

And greedy pikes which use therein to feed ; 

(Those trouts and pikes all others doo ec:ccll :) 

And ye likewise, which keepe the nishy lake. 

Where none doo fishes take ; 

Bynd up the locks the which hang scatterd light. 

And in his waters, which your mirror make. 

Behold your faces as the christall bright, 

That when you come whereas my love doth lie, 

No blemish she may spie. 

And eke, ye lightfoot mayJs, which keepe the deere, 
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Thnt on tho hoaiy motintayne used to towre; 

And tlic trylde "vrolvc?, 'vrliich sctkc them to devoure, 
Witii your stoclc darts doo cliacc from commin" ncer : 
Be also present heerc, 

To hclpe to dcckc her, and to help to sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your Eccho ring. 

Wake now, my love, awake ! for it is time ; 

The Rosy ilomc long since left Tithoncs bed, 

All ready to her silver cochc to chnne ; 

And Phffibus gins to shew his glorious hed. 

Hark 1 how the chcerefull birds do chaunt theyr laics 
And carroll of Loves praw'. 

The merry Larke hir mattins sings aloft ; 

Tiie Thrush replycs ; the Jfavis descant playes ; 

The OuzcU shrills ; the Ruddock warble? soft ; 

So goodly all agree, with sweet consent. 

To this dayes merriment. 

Ah 1 my decre love, why doe ye slcepc thus long! 
When meeter were that yc should now awake, 

T’ awayt the comming of your joyous make. 

And hearken to the birds love-leambd song. 

The deawy leaves among ! 

Hor they of joy and plea-sance to you sing. 

That all the woods them answer, and theyr Eccho ring. 

My love is now awake out of her dreames. 

And her faj're eyes, like stars that dimrabd were 
With darksome cloud, now shew theyr goodly beams 
Jrfore bright then Hesperus his head doth rere. 

Come now, ye damzel^ daughters of delight, 

Helpe quickly her to dight ; 

But first come ye fayre hourcs, which were begot 
In Joves sweet paradice of Day and Night ; 

IVhich doe the seasons of the yeare allot, 

And al, that ever in this world is fayre. 

Doe make and still repayre : 
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And ye three handniayds of the Cyprian Qucenc, 

The which doe still adomc her beauties pride, 

Hclpe to addome my bcautifuUest bride : 

A^d, as ye her array, still throw betweeno 
Some graces to be scene ; 

And, as ye use to Venus, to her sing, 

The whiles the woods shal answer, and yonr Eccho ring. 

Now is my love all ready forth to come : 

Let all the virgins tliercfore well awayt : 

And ye fresh boyes, that tend upon her groome, 

Prepare your selves ; for he is comming strayt. 

Set all your things in scemcly good aray, 

Pit for so joyfull day ; 

The joyfnlst day that ever sunne did see. 

Fairc Sun I shew forth thy favourable ray. 

And let thy llfidl heat not fervent be. 

For feare of burning her sunshyny face. 

Her beauty to disgrace. 

0 fayrest Phenbus ! father of the Muse ! 

If ever I did honour thee aright. 

Or sing the thing tliat mote thy mind delight. 

Doe not thy servants simple boone refuse ; 

But let this day, let this one day, be mync ; 

Let all the rest be thine. 

Then I thy soverajme prayses loud wil sing. 

That all the woods shal answer, and theyr Eccho ring. 

Harkc ! how the Minstrils gin to shrill aloud 
Their merry Musick that resounds from far, 

Tiic pipe, the tabor, and the trembling Croud, 

That well agree withouten breach or jar. 

But. most of all, the Damzels doe delite 
IVTien they their tymbrels smyfc, 

And thereunto doe daunce and carrol sweet, 

That all the sences they doe ravish quite ; 

The whylcs the boyes run up and downe the street, 

c 
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Crying aloud with strong confiisM noyce, 

As if it were one voyce, 

Hymen, io Hymen, Hymen, they do shout ; 

That even to tlie heavens theyr shouting shrill 
Doth reach, and all the firmament doth fiU j 
To which the people standing aU about. 

As in approvance, doe thereto applaud, 

And loud advaunce her laud ; 

And evermore they Hymen, Hymen sing, 

That al the woods them answer, and theyr Eccho ring. 

Loe ! where she comes along with portly pace, 

Lyke Phoebe, fi'om her chamber of the East, 

Arysing forth to run her mighty race. 

Clad all in white, that seemes a virgin best. 

So well it her beseemcs, that ye would wecne 
Some angell she had beene. 

Her long loose yeOow locks lyke golden wjTe, 
Sprinckled with perle, and perling flowers atweene, 
Doe lyke a golden mantle her attyre ; 

And, being crowned with a girland greene, 

Seeme lyke some mayden Queene. 

Her modest eyes, abashhd to behold 
So many gazers as on her do stare. 

Upon the lowly ground affixed are ; 

ITe dare lift up her countenance too bold, 

But blush to heare her prayses sung so loud, 

So farre from being proud. 

Hathlesse doe ye still loud her prayses sing. 

That aU the woods may answer, and your Eccho ring. 

Tell me, ye merchants daughters, did ye see 
So fayre a creature in your towne before ; 

So sweet, so lovely, and so mild as she, 

Adornd with beautyes grace and vertues store 1 
Her goodly eyes lyke Saphyres shining bright. 

Her forehead yvory whit<^ 
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Her clicekes lylce apples ■whicli tlte sun liath rudded, 
Her lips lyke cherryes charmuig men to byte, 

Her brest like to a bowle of creame nncnidded. 

Her paps lyke lyllies budded, 

Her snowie necke lyke to a marble towre ; 

And all her body like a pallace fayre. 

Ascending up, •with many a stately stajTe, 

To honors seat and chastities sweet Iwwre. 

"Why stand ye still ye 'rirgins in amaze. 

Upon her so to gaze. 

Whiles ye forget your former lay to sing. 

To which the woods did answer, and your Eccho ring ? 

But if ye saw that which no eyes can see. 

The inward beauty of her lively spriglit, 

Gamisht with heavenly guifts of high degree. 

Much more then would ye wonder at that sight, 

And stand astonisht lyke to those which red 
Medusaes mazeful hcd. 

There dwels sweet love, and constant chastity, 
Unspotted fayth, and comely womanhood. 

Regard of honour, and mild modesty ; 

There vertne raynes as Queene in royal throne. 

And giveth lawes alone, 

The which the base nfiections doe obay. 

And yeeld theyr services unto her will ; 

He thought of thing uncomely ever may 
Tircreto approch to tempt her mind to ill. 

Had ye once scene these her celestial tlmeasures. 

And unrevealhd pleasures. 

Then would ye wonder, and her prayses sing, 

That al the woods should answer, and your Eccho ring. 

Open the temple gates unto my love. 

Open them wide that she may enter in. 

And all the postes adorne as doth behove. 

And all tlie piUours deck -nith girlands trim, 
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For to rcceyve this Snynt witli honour 
That comincth in to you. 

Witli trembling steps, .anti humble reverence, 

She commeth in, before th’ Alraiglities vievj 
Of her ye virgins Icarne obedience. 

When so ye come into those holy places. 

To humble your proud f.iccs : 

Bring her up to th’ high .altar, that she m.ay 
Tlie sacred ceremonies there partake, 

The which do cndlesse matrimony make ; 

And let the roring Org.ans loudly pla3' 

The praises of the Lord in lively notes ; 

The whiles, with hollow throates. 

The Choristers the jo3'ous Antherac sing, 

That al the woods may answere, and their Eccho ring 


Behold, whiles she before the altar stands, 

Hearing the holy priest that to her speakes. 

And blesseth her with his two happy hands. 

How the red rosK flush up in her cheekes. 

And the pure snow, with goodly vermill stayne 
Like crirasin dyde in grayne : 

That even th’ Angels, which continually 
About the sacred Altare doc remaine. 

Forget their service and about her fl3’, 

Ofte peeping in her face, that seems more fayTC, 

The more they on it stare. 

But her sad eyes, still fastened on the ground, 

Are govembd with goodly modesty. 

That suffers not one looke to glaunce awry. 

Which may let in a little thought unsownd. 

Why blush 3'e, love, to give to me your hand, 

The pledge of all our band ! 

Sing, 3-e sweet Angels, Alleluya sing. 

That all the woods may answere, and your Eccho ring. 
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Nott al is done : bring home tlio bride againe ; 

Bring home the triumph of our Tictory : 

Bring home viHi you the glorj- of lier gniiie ; 

With joyaiiee bring her and with jollity. 

Never had man more joyfull day than this, 

Whom heaven would hcapo with blis, 

M.ake feast therefore now all this live long day; 

This day for ever to me holy is. 

Ponre out the wine wthout restraint or stay, 

Poure not by cups, but by the belly full, 

Poure out to all that wull. 

And sprinlde all the postes and w.als with wine, 

That they may sweat, and drunken be withall. 

Crowno ye God Bacchus with a coronall. 

And Hymen also crowno with wreathes of vine ; 

And let the Groces dannee unto the rest. 

For they can doo it best ; 

The whiles the maydens doe theyr carroll sing. 

To which the woods shall answer, and theyr Eccho ring. 

Ring ye the hcls, ye yong men of the towne, 

And leave yonr wonted labors for this day : 

This day is holy ; doe ye write it downe. 

That ye for ever it remember may. 

This day the snnne is in his chiefest bight, 

With Bamaby the bright. 

From W'hence declining daily by degrees, 

He somewhat loseth of his heat and light. 

When once the Crab behind his hack he sees. 

But for this time it ill ordainM was, 

To chose the longest day in all the yeare. 

And shortest niglit, wdien longest fitter wcare : 

Yet never day so long, but late would passe. 

Ring ye the bels, to make it weare away. 

And bonefiers make all day ; 

And daunce about them, and about them sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your Eccho ring. 
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A!i ; v4!rn vrill bn:; vrr.xry dxj have <-n-!, 
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Host f] nvly (Jot". <s.T<i Tiwi' lii". {■‘r.lhfv inovwt 

ll-H tufT, 0 liyrot ri'.nc:, !n tr.y L‘’a;e, 

IViiiiiii ti;e Wv-<{fiTi>' batn; 

Thy tyr*.-:! limj; nint^" Imv.- ticiil 'sf rf-t- 

lyin.t th->ii,;l! il Jt', n.t I.ast I it 
At:>I tisT crcninc-^.t-ir will /;i)!'Icn ertn-'t 

Ajijx'strT. o;:l of the 

I'jiyrc cliiMe of Imiity ! ::;orieti>! bmpe T>f Jore ! 

TJial ul! tii!' host T'f hca’.fii in raiike^ IcarJ, 

And p!iyd'''->t iovens through the imiI drend, 

Ho-.t chear'.;fully tlmii iFFikcst frcmi 

And scensFt btisrh atwciTic thy twinkling lidit, 

A", joyins in the niyht 

Of Uie'F' pl.'id many, •vrhirh for jay doe nng, 

That Jill the woods them answer and their Eccho rin 

Kost ocuisie, yn damseh*, your delights farc-p.ast ; 
Enu'.sgh it n tJinl all the day %s':i.9 yonres : 

Nor.- (Lay is drwn, and night is nighing fast. 

Now bring the Bryde into the bryd.iJI boiirts. 

Tiic niglit is cnnifi, now soon her disaray, 

And in her l>ed her lay ; 

Lay Iicr in lillics .and in sdolets, 

And silken ciFurtcins over her display, 

And odnnrc shcctea, and Arra.s coverlets. 

Behold how goodly niy fairc love docs ly, 

In proud hnmility ! 

Like unto niaia, when ns Jove her took 
In Tempo, lying on the flowry gras, 

Twixt slccpe and sT.ake, after filie weary w-os. 

With bathing in the Aeidalian brookc. 

Now it is night, yc daraseh m.ay be gon. 

And leave my love alone. 
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And leave likewise your fonner lay to sing ; 

The woods no more shall answere, nor your Eccho ring. 

Now welcome, night ! thou night so long expected, 

That long daies labour doest at last defray. 

And all my cares, which crueU Love collected. 

Hast sumd in one, and cancelled for aye : 

Spread thy broad wing over inj’ love and me, 

That no man may us see ; 

And in thy sable mantle us enwrap, 

From feare of pcrrill and foulc horror free. 

Let no false treason sceke us to entrap. 

Nor any dread disquiet once annoy 
The safety of our joy ; 

But let the night be calme, and quietsome, 

"Without tempestuous storms or sad nfray ; 

Lyke as when Jove with fayro Alcmena lay, 

Vhien he begot the great Tirynthian groome ; 

Or lyke as when he with thy selfe did lie 
And begot Majesty. 

And let the mayds and yong men eeaso to sing ; 

Ne let the woods them answer nor tbeyr Eccho ring. 

Let no lamenting cryes, nor dolefnll tcares. 

Be heard all night within, nor yet without : 

Ne let false whispers, breeding hidden feares, 

Breake gentle sleepe with misconceived dout. 

Let no deluding dre.ames, nor dreadful! sights, 

Slake sudden sad affrights ; 

Ne let house-fyres, nor lightnings hclpelesse barmes, 

Ne let the Pouke, nor other evill sprights, 

Ne let mischivous witches with theyr charmes, 

Ne let hob Goblins, names whose sence we see not, 

Fray us with things that be not : 

Let not the shriech Oule nor the Storke be heard. 

Nor the night Kaven, that still deadly yels j 
Nor damned ghosts, cald up with mighty spels. 
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Nor griesly vultures, make us once affeard : 

He let th’ unpleasant Qnyre of Frogs stiU croldng 
Make us to wish the 3 T choking. 

Let none of these theyr drery accents sing ; 

Ke let the woods them answer, nor theyr Eccho ring. 


But let still Silence trew night-watches keepe, 

That sacred Peace maj- in assurance rayne. 

And tymely Sleep, when it is tyme to sleepe. 

May poiire his limbs forth on your pleasant playne ; 

The whiles an hundred little winged loves. 

Like divers-fethered doves. 

Shall fly and flutter round about your bed. 

And in the secret darkc, that none reproves. 

Their prety stealtbes shal worke, and snares shal spread 
To filch away sweet snatches of delight, 

Conceald through covert night. 

Ye sonnes of Venus, play your sports at will ! 

For greedy pleasure, carelesse of your toyes, 

Thinks more upon her paradise of joyes, 

Then what ye do, albeit good or ilL 
All night therefore attend your merry play, 

For it will soone be day : 

2fow none doth hinder yon, that say or sing; 

ITe will the woods now answer, nor your Eccho ring. 

Who is the same, which at my window peepes ? 

Or whose is that faire face that shines so bright ? 

Is it not Ginthia, she that never slecpes, 

But walkte about high heaven al the night? 

O ! fayrest g0dde3.se, do thou not envy 
lly love with me to spy : 

For thou likewise didst love, though now unthought, 
And for a fleece of wool!, which privilj' 

The Latmian shepheni once unto thee brought. 

His pleasures with thee wrought. 
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Therefore to ns be favorable now ; 

And sitti of womens )abonrs thou hast charge^ 
And generation goodly dost cnlaigo, 

Eneline thy will t'effect onr wishfull vow. 

And the chast wombe informe with timely seed, 
Tliat may our comfort breed : 

Till which wo cease onr hopefull hap to sing ; 

No let the woods us answere, nor onr Eccho ring. 

And thon, great Juno ! which witli awful might 
The lawes of wedlock still dost patronize ; 

And the religion of the faith first plight 
With sacred rites has taught to solemnize : 

And eeko for comfort often callhd art 
Of women in their smart ; 

Etcnially bind thou this lovely band, 

And all thy blessings unto us impart. 

And thou, glad Genius ! in whose gentle hand 
The bridalc bowre and geuiall bed remaine, 
Without blemish or staine ; 

And the sweet pleasures of tbeyr loves delight 
With secret aydo doest succour and supply. 

Till they bring forth the fruitfull progeny ; 

Send ns the timely fruit of this same night. 

And thou, fayre Hebe ! and thou, Hymen free 1 
Grant that it may so be. 

Til wbicll we cease your further proyse to sing; 
Ne any woods shall answer, nor your Eccho ring. 

And yc high heavens, the temple of the gods, 

In which a thousand torches flaming hriglit 
Doe hume, that to us wretched earthly clods. 

In dreadful darknesse lend desirhd light ; 

And ail ye powers which in the same remayne, 
More then we men can flijme ! 

Poure out your blessing on ns plentioudy. 

And happy influence upon ns mine, 



TO THEODORE WATTS-DUNTON 


That v.’c may raise a large posterity, 

Which from the earth, rvhich they may long possesse 
With lasting happincsse. 

Up to your haught3’ pallaecs may mount ; 

And, for the guerdon of tlierr glorious merit, 

May heavenly tabcmacle-s there inherit, 

Of bIcssM Saints for to increase the count. 

So let us rest, sweet love, in hope of this, 

And cease till then our tymelj' joyes to sing : 

The woods no more us answer, nor our Eccho ring ! 


Song ! made in lieu of many ornaments. 

With which ray love should duly have been dcct, 
Which cutting off through hasty accidents. 

Ye would not stay j'our dew time to expect, 

But promist both to recompens ; 

Be unto her a goodly ornament, 

And for short time an endlesse moniment, 

EDMUND SPENSER (1552-1599) 


TO THEODORE WATTS-DUNTON (Demcatort 
Sonnet — Tristraai of Lyonesse) 


Spring speaks again, and all our woods are stirred, 

And all our wide glad wastes a-flower around, 

That twice have heard keen April’s clarion sound 
Since here we fir.st together saw and heard 
Spring’s light reverberate and reiterate word 

Shine forth and speak in season. Life stands crowned 
Here with the best one thing it ever found, 

As of my soul’s best birthdays dawns the third. 
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There is a friend that as tlie \riso man snith 
Cleaves closer than a brother : nor to mo 

Hath time not shown, through days like waves at strife, 
This truth more sure than all things else but death, 

This pearl moat perfect found in all the sea 

That washes toward your feet those waifs of life. 

ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE (1837-1909) 


FIRST CHORUS FROM “ATALANTA" 

WiirN tlie hounds of spring aro on winter’s traces, 

The mother of mouths in meadow or plain 
Fills the shadows and windy places 
"With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain ; 

And the brown bright nightingale amorous 
Is half assuaged for Itylus, 

For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces, 

The tonguelcss vigil, and all the pain. 

Come with bows bent .and with emptying of qtuvers, 
Maiden most perfect, lady of light, 

With a noise of winds and many rivers, 

With a clamour of waters, and with might ; 

Bind on thy sandals, 0 tliou most fleet, 

Over the splendour and speed of thy feet ; 

For the faint cast quickens, the w.an west shivers, 
Round the feet of the day and the feet of the night. 

Where shall we find her, how shaU we sing to her. 

Fold our hands round her knees, and cling 1 
0 that man’s heart were as fire and could spring to her 
Fire, or the strength of the streams that spring ! 

For the stars and the winds are unto her 
As raiment, as songs of tho harp-player ; 

For tho risen stars and tho fallen cling to her, ‘ 

And the southwest-wind and the west- wind sing. 
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THE LADY OF SHALOTT 

PjUit I 

On either side the river lie 
Long fields of barley and of rj-c, 

That clothe the void and meet the sky ; 
And thro’ the field the road runs by 
To many-towcr’d Camelot ; 

And np and down the people go, 

Gazing where the lilies blow 
Round an island there below 
The island of Shalott. 


"Willows wliitcn, aspens quiver, 

Little breezes dusk and shiver 
Thro' the wave that runs for ever 
By the island in the river 

Flowing down to Camelot. 

Four grey walls, and four gi'cy towers, 
Overlook a space of dowers, 

And the silent isle iinbowers 
The Lady of Shalott. 


By the margin, willow-veil’d. 

Slide the heavy barges trail’d 
By slow horses ; and unhail’d 
The shallop flitteth silken-sail’d 
Skimming down to Camelot : 

But who hath seen her wave her hand 1 
Or at the casement seen her stand 1 
Or is she known in all the land. 

The Lady of Shalott? 



THE LADY OF SHALOTT 

Only reapers, reaping early 
In among the bearded barley, 

Hear a song that echoes cheerly, 

From the river winding clearly, 

Down to tower’d Camelot : 

And by the moon the reaper wearj'. 
Piling sheaves in uplands airy, 
Listening, whispers “ ’Tis the fairy 
Lady of Shalott.” 

PAST n 

There she weaves by niglit and day 
A magic web with colours gay. 

She has heard a whisper say, 

A curse is on her if she stay 
To look down to Camelot. 

Slie knows not what the curse may be, 
And so she weavcth steadily, 

And little other care hath she, 

The Lady of Shalott. 

And moving through a mirror clear 
That hangs before her all the year, 
Sliadows of the world appear. 

Tliere she sees the highway near 
Winding down to Camelot : 

There the river eddy whirls. 

And there the surly village-churls, 

And the red cloaks of market girls, 
Pass onward from Shalott. 

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad. 

An .abbot on an ambling pad, 
Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad, 

Or long-hair’d page in crimson clad. 
Goes by to tower’d Camelot ; 
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And sometimes thro’ the mirror blue 
The knights come riding two nnd two : 
She hath no loyal knight and tnie. 
The Lady of Shalott 

But in her weh she still delights 
To weave the mirror’s magic sights, 
For often thro’ the silent nights, 

A funeral, with plumes and lights, 
And music, went to Camelot : 

Or when the moon was overhead. 

Game two young lovers lately wed ; 

“ I am half sick of shadows,” said 
The Lady of Shalott. 


PART m 

A bow-shot from her bower eaves. 

He rode between the barley-sheaves, 
The sun came dazzling thro’ tlie leaves, 
And filmed upon the brazen greaves 
Of bold Sir Lancelot. 

A red-cross knight for ever kneel’d 
To a lady in his shield, 

That sparkled in the j-ellow field, 
Beside remote Shalott. 

The gemmy bridle glitter’d free. 

Like to some branch of stars we see 
Hung in the golden Galaxy. 

The bridle bells rang merrily 

-A-S he rode down to Oamclot : 
And from his blazon’d Iwldric slung 
A mighty silver bugle hung. 

And as ho rode his armour rung, 

Beside remote Shalott. 
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All in the blue unclouded Tveather 
Tliick-je well’d shone the saddle-leather, 
The helmet and the helmet-feather 
Biim’d like one burning flame together. 

As be rode down to Camelot. 

As often thro’ tlie purple night. 

Below the starry clusters bright, 

Some bearded meteor, trailing light. 

Moves over stUl Shalott. 

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow’d ; 
On burnish’d hooves his war-horse trode ; 
From underneath his helmet flow’d 
His coal-black curls as on be rode, 

As he rode down to Camelot. 

From the bank and from the river 
He flash’d into the crystal mirror, 

“ Tirra lirra,” by the river 
Sang Sir Lancelot. 

She left the web, she left the loom, 

She made three paces thro’ the room. 

She saw the watcr-lUy bloom. 

She saw the helmet and the plume, 

She look'd down to Camelot. 

Out flew the web and floated wide ; 

The mirror crack’d from side to side ; 

“ The curse is come upon me I ” cried 
The Lady of Shalott 

PAHT rv 

In the stonny east-wind straining, 

The pale yellow woods were waning. 

Tiie broad stream in his banks complaining. 
Heavily tbe low ska" raining 
Over tower'd Camelot; 



THE LADY OF SHALOTT 

Dowh she came and found a boat 
Beneath a vrillo'w left afloat^ 

And round about the prow she wrote 
The Lady of Shalott. 


And down the river’s dim expanse — 
Like some bold seer in a trance, 

Seeing all his own mischance — 

With a glassy countenance 
Did she look to Camelot. 

And at the closing of the day 
She loosed the chain, and down she laj*; 
The broad stream bore her fiir away, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


Lying, robed in snowy white 
That loosely flew to left and right — 
The leaves upon iier falling light — 
Thro’ the noises of the night 

She floated down to Camelot ; 
And as the boat-head wound along 
The willony hills and fields among, 
They heanl her singing her last song. 
The Lady of Shalott. 


Heard a carol, mournful, holy. 

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly. 

Till her blood was frozen slowly. 

And her eyes were darken’d wholly, 
Turn’d to tower’d Camelot ; 

For ere she reach’d upon the tide 
The first house by the w.ater-side, 
Singing in her song she died. 

The Lady of Shalott. 

It 
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Under tower and balcony, 

By garden-wall and gallery, 

A gleaming shape she floated by, 
Dead-pale between the houses high. 
Silent into Camelot. 

Out upon the wharfs they came, 

Knight and burgher, lord and dame. 

And round the prow they read her nam^ 
The Lady of Shalott. 


Who is this? and what is here! 

And in the lighted palace near 
Died the sound of ro3'al cheer ; 

And they crossed themselves for fear. 

All the knights at Camelot : 

But Lancelot mused a little space ; 

He said. “ She has a lovely face ; 

God in his mercy lend her grace, 

The Lady of Shalott.” 

LORD TENNYSON (1809-1892 


THE POPPY 

SrrjrJrEP. set lip to earth’s bosom bare. 

And left the flush’d print in a poppy there ; - 
Like a yawn of fire from the gras.s it came, 

And the fanning wind pull’d it to flapping flame. 


With burnt mouth red like a lion’s it drank 
The blood of the sun as he .slaughter’d sank, 
And dipp’d its cup in the pnrpuratc shine 
When the eastern conduits ran with wine. 



THE POPPY 

Till it grew lethargied with fierce bliss, 

And hot as a swinkW gipsy is, 

And drowsed in sleepy savageries, 

With mouth wide a-pout for a sultry kiss. 

A child and man paml side by side. 

Treading the skirts of eventide ; 

But between the clasp of his hand and hers 
Lay, felt not, twenty wither’d years. 

She turn’d, with the rout of her dusk South hair, 
And saw tlie sleeping gipsy there ; 

And snatch’d and snapp’d it in swift ehild’s whim, 
With — " Keep it, long as you live ! ” — to him. 

And his smiles, as nymphs from their laving meres, 
Trembled up from a b;xth of tears ; 

And joy, like a mew Ee.a-rock’d apart, 

Toss’d on the wave of his troubled heart. 

For he saw what she did not see. 

That — as kindled by its own fervency — 

The verge shrivclVd inward smoulderingly ; 

And suddenly ’twixt his hand and hers 
He Imow the twenty wither’d years — 

No flower, but twenty shrivcil’d years. 

“Was never such thing until this hour,” 

Low to his heart ho said ; “ the flower 
Of sleep brings wakening to me. 

And of oblivion memory.” 

“ Was never this thing to me,” he said, 

“ Though with bruisM poppies my feet arc red ! ” 
And again to his o^vn be.art very low : 

“ O child ! I love, for I love and know ; 
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“ But you, who love nor know at all 
The diverse chambers in Love's guest-hall, 
Where some rise early, few sit long : 

In how differing accents hear the throng 
HLs great Pentecostal tongue : 

“ Who know not love from amity, 

Nor my reported self from me ; 

A fair fit gift is this, meseems, 

You give — this withering flower of dreams. 

“ 0 frankly fickle, and ficklj* true. 

Do you know what the days wiU do to you 1 
To 5 -our Love and you what the days will do, 

0 frankly fickle, and fickly true! 

“ You had loved me. Fair, three lives — or days 
’Twill pass with -the passing of my face. 

But where I go, your face goes too. 

To watch lest I play false to you. 

“ I am but, my sweet, your foster-lover. 
Knowing well when certain years are over 
You vanish from me to another; 

Yet I know, and love, h'ke the fbster-mother. 

“ So, frankly fickle, and fickly true ! 

For my brief life-while I take from you 
This token, fair and fit, meseems. 

For me — this withering flower of dreams.” 


The sleep-flower sways in the wheat its head, 
Hcavj' -n-ith dreams, as that with bread : 

The gootlly grain and the sun-fliish'd sleeper 
The reaper reaps, and Time the reaper. , 



LETTY’S GLOBE 


117 


I hang ’mid men my needless head, 

And my fruit is dreams, as theire is trend : 

The goodly men and the sun-hazed sleeper 
Time shall reap, hut after the reaper 
The world shaU glean of me, me the sleeper ! 

Love ! love ! your flower of wither’d dream 
In leavhd rhyme lies safe, I deem. 

Shelter’d and shut in a nook of rhyme, 

From the reaper man, and his reaper Time. 

Love ! I fall into the claws of Time : 

But lasts within a leavbd rhyme 
AU that the world of me esteems — 

My wither’d dreams, my wither’d dreams. 

FRANCIS THOMPSON (18G0-1907) 


LETTY’S GLOBE 

WnEif Lctty had scarce pass’d her third glad year. 

And her young artless words began to flow. 

One day we gave the child a colour’d sphere 

Of the wide earth, that she might mark and know, 
By tint and outline, all its sea and land. 

She patted all the world ; old empires peep’d 
Between her hahy fingers ; her soft hand 

Was welcome at all frontiers. How she le.ap’d, 

And laugh’d and prattled in her world-wide bliss ; 
But when we turned her sweet unlcamfed eye 
On our own isle, she raised a joyous ciy — 

“Oh ! yes, I see it, Letty’s home is there !” 

And while she hid all England with a kiss, 

Bright over Europe fell her golden hair. 

CHARLES TENNYSON TURNER (180&-1879) 



118 


TO NIGHT 


GO, LOVELY EOSE 
Go, lovely Rose — 

Tell her, that wastes her time and me, 

Tliat now she knows, 

"When I resemble her to thee. 

How sweet and fair she seems to be. 

TeU her, that’s young 
And shuns to have her graces spied. 

That, hadst thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide, 

Thou must have uncommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired : 

Bid her come forth. 

Suffer herself to be desired, 

And not blush so to be admired. 

Then die — that she 
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee : 

How small a part of time they share 
That are so wondrous sweet and fair. 

EDMUND WALLER (160G-1G87) 


TO NIGHT 

MYSTEniotJs Night ! when our first parent knew 
Thee from report divine, and heard thy name, 
Did he not tremble for this lovely frame, 

This glorious canopy of light and blue? 
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Yet ’ncath a curtain of translucent dew, 

Bathed in tiie rays of the great setting flame, 

Hesperus witli the host of heaven camo. 

And lo ! Creation widened in man's view. 

AVho could have thought such darkness lay eonccaled 
IVithin thy beams, 0 Sun ! or who could find, 

"Whilst flow’r and leaf and insect stood revealed, 

Tliat to such countless orbs thou mad’st us blind ! 

Why do wo then shun Death with anxious strife 1 
If Light can thus deceive, wherefore not Life ^ 

JOSEPH BLANCO WHITE (1775-1841) 


INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY FROM 
RECOLLECTIONS OF EARLY CHILDHOOD 

There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream. 
The earth, and every common sight. 

To mo did seem 
Apparell’d in celestial light. 

The glory and the freshness of a dream. 

It is not now as it hath been of yore ; — 

Turn wheresoe’er I may. 

By night or day. 

The things which I have seen I now can see no more. 

The rainbow comes and goes. 

And lovely is the rose ; 

The moon doth with delight 
Look round her when the heavens are bare ; 
Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair ; 

The sunshine is a glorious birth ; 

But yet I know, where’er I go. 

That there hath pass’d away a glory from the earth. 
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A'cw, Vi-bilc {h<? \>',T<h tlitn fin;: t*. pyrvr. 

Afiii V'iiii': £!.f! y< -.iti': l-trnF" lfr'::r;r3 

Ab to th'T trifK-jrV. (■•-'•'.rn-l. 

To mf siion'' tfKro rj.n'.tr o fh'nurJit <-f jrrirf: 

A tirarly nvo thr.t tlouciit. rrlrf. 

Ami I r.;,v.ia am rin."-': 

Thn KiUxnci.^ ti.’Hrtiunsjictii from the .'‘.'’cp; 
h'o R'ore fh.iil f:'ri''f of rniim the rCiv-nn vrroDc ; 

I hmr t!;e coh!>:' throomi the iR-oiititain'! thrrm", 

The vrinfU come to me frr>m th.c firhU of rkcp, 

Ai!' 1 Till t3;e fArtli i.-t fT.iy ; 
liinii .'lij'i rci 

Giro t!!ctt)'>f;lvrt tip to jollity, 

And teilli iLo fiteirt of 7iI.oy 
Doth every keep holiday ; — 

TJioii rhitd of Joy, 

Shout round roe, let roc hear thy Jihoufr, thou luppy Shepherd 
hoy ! 


Yc Wc!»?M Creatures, I have hcanl the call 
Ye to carh other make ; I rce 
The heavens laugh tvith you in your jubilee; 

My licari is at your festival, 

My head hath its coronal. 

The fulness of your bliss, I feel — I feci it all. 

0 evil day ! if I sverc sullen 
■\ViiiIo Earth herself is ndoming, 

This sweet May-morning, 

And the children are culling 
On every side. 

In a thousand valleys far and wide. 

Fresh flowers ; while the sun shines warm, 
And the balw leaps up on his raothcFa .arm : — 

1 hear, I hear, with joy I hear 1 
— But there’s a tree, of many, one, 

A single field which I have look’d upon. 

Both of them speak of something that is gone ; 
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The pansj' at my feet 
Doth the same tale repeat : 

Whither is fled the visionary gleam 1 
Where is it now, the glorj' and the drciim 1 
Our birth is but a sleep and a foigctting ; 

The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star, 

Hath hud elsewhere its setting. 

And cometh from afar : 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness, 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 

From God, who is our home : 

Heaven lies about us in our infancy ! 

Shades of the prison-house begin to close 
Upon tho growing Boy, 

But ho beholds the light, and whence it flows. 

He secs it in his joy ; 

The Youth, who daily farther from the cast 
ilust travel, still is Nature’s priest, 

And by the vision splendid 
Is on his way attended ; 

At length the Man perceives it die away. 

And fade into the light of common day. 

Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 
Yearnings she hath in her own natund kind, 

And, even with something of a mother’s mind. 

And no unworthy aim, 

The homely nurse doth all she can 
To make her foster-child, her inmate, Man, 

Forget the glories he hath known, 

And that imperial p.alace whence he came. 

Behold the Child among his new-born blisses, 

A six yc.ars’ darling of a pigmy size ! 

Sec, where 'mid work of his own hand he lies. 

Fretted by s.allies of his motheris kisses, 

With light upon him from his father’s eyes ! 
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Whidi rr"i{i’,''r nor rniknvotir, 

“Sot 3isn nor Itor, 
yoT all that k al caniity «-jih joy. 

Can t!tt< rly akiikh nr diaitroy J 

ilcnw, in n ra.i-L'n of calf!! vra.'.tiifr 
Ti)on;^li inl.iiid far v.r k*-. 

Our rouls Iiavo H.-rJil of tlint itiunorlnj *f.-t 
Which hrii:if,'ht hither, 

Can in a niomcnt tr.i\Tl thithrr, 

And reV the chihirea rport tsp-on the shore. 

Anti hear the tni;:hty waters n.i!!jny erennore. 

Then rinc, ye hitxk, f-iisy. sins: a joyoi’.s song J 
And let tlic yoiiii" l itnhs ioiiml 
An to till' tnlwr's Knind ! 

AVc, in thon.uht, will join your thrmifr, 

Ye that pipe and ye that pby, 

Ye that through your hearts to-tlny 
Feel the plivlacss of the May ! 

■What though the radiance which was once so bright 
Be now for ever taken from niy sight, 

Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendour in tlie grass, of glory in the flower; 
We will grieve not, ratiicr find 
Strength in what remains behind ; 

In the primal sympathy 
■Which, having been, must ever bo ; 

In tlic soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering ; 

In the faith that looks through death. 

In ycara that bring the philosophic mind. 

And 0 ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves, 
Forebode not any severing of our loves ! 

Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might; 

I only have relinquish'd one delight 
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To livo bcneatli your more habitual sway. 

I love tbc brooks ■which down tlicir channels fret, 
Even more than when I tripp’d lightly ns they ; 

The innocent brightness of a new-born Day 
Is lovely yet ; 

The clouds that g-ather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality ; 

Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
Thanks to the human he.art by which Ave live, 

Thanks to its tendenicsa, its joys, mid fears, 

To me the meanest flower that bloAA-s can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

WOllDSWORTH (1770-1S50) 


ON THE EXTINCTION OF THE VENETIAN 
REPUBLIC 

OKcn did she hold the gorgeous East in fee ; 

And was the safeguard of the West : the worth 
Of Venice did not fi»U below her birth, 

Venice the eldest Child of Liberty. 

She was a maiden city, bright and free ; 

No guile seduced, no force could violate ; 

And Avhen she took unto herself a mate. 

She must espouse the everlasting Sea. 

And Avhat if she had seen those glories fade, 

Those titles vanish, and that strength decay ; 

Yet sluall some tribute of regret bo paid 

When her long lift hath reach’d its final day : 

Men are we, and must grieve AA’hen even the shade 
Of that Avhich once was great is pass’d aAvay. 
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